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HER CEO 


Alyson 


Eric Chambers. Man of the year and some might say media 
hog, but I’ve seen enough of his face and chiseled body in 
those Italian suits on TV and in the papers to know I want to 
work for him. 


What I don’t count on is working directly under him. 


Would an older guy, a man who has everything really go for 
a younger girl, a curvy girl like me? 


As soon as we lock eyes, I know I’m his but it’s not easy to 
get in front of Eric Chambers, one on one. Alone. 


Less easy still, is convincing myself I’m ready to work, to get 
on with the job, when all both our bodies want to do is 


play... 


Eric 


Half my life it took, and I’ve built an empire. Starting at the 
bottom, I’m now at the top looking down. 


But it’s a lonely view without my queen. The one I never 
found but always felt I knew was out there. The sacred 
place waiting for her in my heart, by my side, in everything 
I ever do. 


As soon as I see her, I know she’s the one. I know it’s all 
been worth it, worth waiting for. 


I’d give it all up just to make sure I could keep her. Keep 
her safe, make her mine. 


Problem is, there’s more than enough people waiting to 
take me up on that offer. 


So I say, give me both. 
I’ll have my cake and eat it too. 


*Her CEO is an insta-everything standalone instalove 
romance with a HEA, no cheating, and no cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


A lyson 


Looking up, it feels like more than the fifty stories of 
mirrored glass looking down on me from Chambers tower. 


It’s a long shot, but my motivational book for the week 
recommended doing something that scares me. 


And this absolutely terrifies me. 


I do feel a thrill before I go inside though, more than the 
fear of the unknown, more than the edge of applying for a 
job in person. More than low blood sugar from skipping 
lunch again. 


I feel eyes on me. 


Hungry eyes, and it makes me wonder who would want me 
so bad. 


Maybe it’s my imagination, but when I walk in and see the 
huge photographic portrait of the CEO of Chambers Inc. 
hanging in the foyer, I find a match for the feeling inside 
me. 


He has hungry eyes. Dark, smoldering and intense eyes. 
They seem to follow me as I feel like I’m waddling to the 
elevators. A sudden flush of heat through my body and an 
equally sudden slickness between my legs isn’t the kind of 
reaction I’m used to, especially from a photo. 


Something makes me stop though, turn and walk back 
briskly to his portrait. 


Eric Chambers. Man of the year and some might say media 
hog, but I’ve seen enough of his face and chiseled body in 
those Italian suits on TV and in the papers to know I want to 
work for him. 


For his company anyway. 


The thought of a man like that anywhere near me on 
purpose makes me start to doubt why I’m even here again, 
let alone my chances with an actual living, breathing man 
anytime in this life, but damn. Those eyes... That chin... 
Those pecs... 


I shiver a little, feeling my legs shaking as I fight the urge 
not to rub them together, a little sound escapes me as I 
stand in front of a twenty foot portrait of the most perfect 
man ever made. 


“Here goes nothing,” I murmur under my breath, making 
my way back to the elevators and watching my shaking 
finger press ‘9’, the floor I know is Human Resources, but 
other than that I really have no idea what I’m doing. 


I can already feel it though. Like those unseen eyes from 
outside, like the eyes from his huge portrait. 


It’s like there’s an invisible line, joined to the space in 
between my thighs, drawing me to him. Drawing me to Eric 
Chambers. 


It’s a stupid thought, but one I can’t shake until the elevator 
pings open. 


A wall of frosted glass behind and a semi-circle of solid 
walnut in front with what looks like an angry Barbie behind 
it greets me. Not the eyes I’m thinking of, but narrowed, 
heavily made up eyes. 


Plastic, like a doll’s. A shock of bleached hair, styled into a 
definite fire hazard. 


“Help you?” she sighs, looking me up and down, creasing 
the edge of her tight mouth and it registers for the first 
time just how out of my depth I am in this building. 


I stammer some gibberish about being the next asset to 
Chambers Inc., thrusting my resume folder out onto the 
high counter, which she ignores. 


“Appointment?” she asks, those cold, dead blue eyes only 
showing life when I tell her no. 


“Then I’m afraid we can’t help you. Applications for 
employment are by referral only.” 


A blink and then the dismissive smirk that tells me I haven’t 
been imagining it. I really have just made a fool of myself by 
coming here today. 


I open my mouth to say something else, but only hear a dry 
croak, followed by Malibu Barbie clearing her throat, 
reminding me to take my folder with me as I turn to leave. 


The heat of arousal I felt moments ago is now the pepper 
red, burning hot walk of shame. Back to the elevator and 
not even wanting to turn around, but I catch the evil doll’s 
eyes one last time as she gives me a narcissistic little wave 
as the doors close. 


The only good thing is I’m alone again, and I hear the same 
hollow sound escaping me as before, only louder. More 
prolonged and painful. 


I feel tears coming, but mostly feel I stupid. Stupid for 
thinking I could just walk into a place like this and what? 


Get a job? 


I couldn’t get an interview on the evening news if my house 
burnt down let alone any serious chance at employment 
with Chambers Inc. 


My shoulders drop, and I toss my resume into the nearest 
trash can as I leave the elevator before heading for the 
huge glass exit. 


I feel his eyes on me again, from twenty feet up, but it’s the 
narrowed, scornful eyes of everyone who’s ever told me I’m 
‘just not what we’re looking for’ that I feel. 


Meaning: We’re not ready for a thick set college graduate 
with no experience and anxiety as a hobby. 


Idiot! Now Barbie and her gaggle of cheerleader friends 
will all be laughing about you for the rest of the day, 
probably the rest of the week. 


I make definite plans to take the bus home and spend the 
rest of the day with pizza and a gallon of cookies and 
cream, binge watching anything that doesn’t have blonds or 
successful handsome men in it. 


“Alyson! Alyson Bennet!” 


I hear the strained call from behind me, an edge to it, filled 
with contempt but driven by something else. 


Then the pecking, staccato sound of heels on the wide 
marble foyer. 


Turning, I notice I’m not the only one to look. 


It’s Malibu Barbie, waving my resume with what looks like 
half a latte and some mayonnaise from the trash can spilled 
down it, her eyes wild with a look of desperation that 
doesn’t make any sense. 


Everybody in the foyer has stopped now, turning to look, 
but they’re not looking at Malibu Barbie. 


Neither am I. 


I’m looking past her, at the man standing by the open 
elevator, his hands folded across his front, his legs slightly 
apart. The man in the three thousand dollar suit, which he 
fills perfectly. 


His dark hair is thick but styled to match the crispness of 
his suit. His chiseled jaw is pumping, twitching in time with 
the tapping of one of his impatient custom leather brogues. 


But it’s his eyes that make me gasp. The invisible line 
between us suddenly running white hot all the way to the 
outline of my mound through my panties. 


His smoldering look, far more intense than the huge 
photographic portrait hanging not far from him, which he 
dwarfs with his real life charisma and presence. 


Eric Chambers. 


Barbie snaps a heel, but keeps trotting, her pleading look 
makes me wonder if it’s the same person who made me feel 
so small just moments ago. 


“Pm sorry. Ms. Bennet, I made a terrible mistake. Please 
forgive me,” she stammers, looking up to remember her 
lines, as if her very life depended on them. 


“T-It’s Mr. Chambers. He’d like to see you now.” 


CHAPTER TWO 


Twenty years. Almost half my life. 


Working my way up from mail rat to ass-kisser to executive, 
then finally to CEO and major shareholder, buying out all 
the opposition to create one of the biggest companies in 
history. 


It started with electrical cordage and now covers 
everything from baseball bats to baby formula. 


My motto. Just make stuff that works. Make it last and 
people will fill their lives with everything you make. 


And they have. 


I should be standing at the window with a hard on, looking 
down on the world I’ve mastered. But it sometimes feels 
like it’s all for nothing. 


A lonely ride to the top, perched on a throne built for two. 


Human Resources has never been something that 
interested me, until today. I’ve come down to set the head of 


the hiring and firing department straight on a few things, 
taking a moment to look out the window, when I see her. 


It’s like a switch has gone on, flooding my mind and soul 
with new and fresh information. 


Filling my senses with something, even from this distance, I 
can tell that I want. 


Tell what belongs to me before she’s even looked up. 
And she does look up, right into my eyes. 


I know she can’t really see me and I can only make out her 
shape from this height, but it’s the feeling I get that draws 
me to her. Her blond hair billows back as she stares up, 
making me consider the chances of two people looking at 
each other at the exact same moment from nine stories up. 


It’s her. She’s here. 


A low growl escapes me, my hand pressing on the cool glass 
before tracing her outline with my finger as I feel the 
stirrings of that hard on at the window after all. 


There’s an invisible line, I can feel it. Coming from me and 
going straight to her, deep inside her and it makes me gasp 
when she lowers her head, walking towards the entrance. 


Timothy Sloane, head of Human Resources for Chambers 
Inc. is perched next to his desk, droning something about 
quarterly figures when his eyes widen, his mouth frozen 
half open as I suddenly launch myself towards his desk. 


In seconds I’ve hijacked his computer, shifting the screen 
from quarterly reports to live CCTV feed from the building. 


I feel a shuddering sigh of relief as I see her walk into the 
building, able to zoom in when she pauses to look up at me 
again, this time at my portrait hanging in the foyer. 


“Mr. Chambers... Is everything-” Sloane starts to say, but 
my finger is up, silencing him as my brow furrows. 


“That’ll be all Sloane,” I tell him, dismissing him from his 
own Office, leaving him standing awkwardly by the door. 


I feel my tongue running over my own lips, imagining them 
on her. My thickening arousal catches on pure silk, putting 
it through its paces as it fights to contain a hardness I 
haven’t known for years, maybe ever. 


Another low growl registers as I feel my heart flicking, then 
pounding in my chest, filling my ears with a jungle beat that 
seems to match each heaving of her ample chest as she 
stares up at my picture. 


There’s sixteen cameras in the foyer, but I’m only focused 
on the ones with her in their sights. 


I can see her from behind as well as the sides and front. I 
let out a low moan, wanting her like nothing on earth and 
right fucking now. 


“Sloane?” I hear myself rasping, feeling my mouth dry now, 
my hands trembling as I touch one to the screen, “Why are 
you still here?” 


“Uh... It’s my office, Sir,” Sloane murmurs respectfully, and 
I crease a smile, shifting my hard dick north and flat against 
my zipper as I fight the urge not to moan out loud again. 


“Of course it is.” I observe, not taking my eyes off her fora 
second, feeling a jolt of panic as she starts to move away, 
then back again, then finally towards the elevators. 


“Your next employee has just walked in the building, 
Sloane. She’ll be working directly under me. Do you 
understand?” 


His face is a puzzle, but it’s nothing for Eric Chambers to 
act a little weird from time to time. 


“Of course,” Sloane agrees, “Who...?” 


He’s trying to get some facts, but I’m scrambling to track 
her through the dozens of CCTV squares on the screen. My 
pounding heart nearly stops when she gets out of the 
elevator, onto the very floor I’m watching her from. 


Of course she’s here. She’s coming straight to me. 
Good girl. 


“She’s right outside, Sloane. At reception on this floor. I 
want her in my office in ten minutes, understand?” 


That should give me enough time to release some of this 
insane pressure in my cock. My god, but she’s beautiful. 


She’s perfect. 


“Sir,” Sloane stammers, pausing as he makes his way out 
the door, realizing it'll take him a full minute to reach 
reception. 


It’s a big department. 


With one second of my looking at him, he’s bolting across 
the office space to get to reception. 


I’m not far behind him, but I never run. I never have to. 


Every single person in the office stands up as I walk by, 
making one of my rare but not unheard of appearances. 


Men look down and women blush. The guilty avoid my gaze 
and the aspiring try to hold it as I saunter past. Thankfully 
my jacket covers my raging hard on but feeling the way I do 
right now, I couldn’t care if the whole world saw it. 


It’s what she’s doing to me already. 


Ordinarily, I’d take some time to see how things really are 
on the floor, but I’ve got more important things to deal with 
right now. 


The only thing that truly matters. 


Reaching reception, I find Sloane, sweating and wringing 
his hands, and what looks like a child’s doll staring at me, 
wide eyed before she tries to straighten her shock of hair, 
batting her eyelids as if she has something I’m interested 
in. 


“Where is she?” I demand, feeling the stab of emptiness in 
my heart at not finding my prize at the bottom of the box. 


“Where is she?” I ask again, my voice lowering to a growl. 


“She left,” Sloane stammers. “Cynthia told her we’re not 
hiring...told her she needed a referral,” he says accusingly, 
taking a step back and even pointing his finger at the 
receptionist. 


“Well, Cynthia? You can just go get her back, can’t you? 
Maybe she can have your job if you’d prefer?” 


The Barbie’s cogs turn and it finally registers that not only 
is the elusive Eric Chambers actually standing on her floor, 
he’s mad as hell and wants what’s his returned to him. 


Within seconds the pair of them scramble to bring her back, 
whoever she is. 


Taking my own private elevator to the foyer, after guessing 
that’s where anybody would head after being brushed off, I 
hear myself growling again as I hear the bimbo secretary 
calling her name, chasing after her with the folder she’s 
just fished out of the trash. 


The sound of her name makes me hot inside, and I feel the 
thick edge of my arousal returning as I see her perfect face 
turning to meet mine. 


Alyson. 
Alyson Bennet. 


Mine. 


CHAPTER TAREE 


A lyson 


His thick index finger goes up as his eyes lock with mine, 
slowly pointing it towards me then curling it back towards 
him. 


Come here... 


I’m stunned, frozen to the spot, the sound of the secretary 
sounding like she’s suddenly underwater. The world 
suddenly meaningless under the power of his gaze, the 
erotic signals of his command. 


I want to turn around, to make sure he really means me, 
but his brow cocks slightly, the edge of his lightly stubbled 
lip turning until he mouths the words come here. 


The words come and Eric Chambers in the same sentence 
in my mind is enough to make me shudder again, my own 
eyes half-rolling back in my head as I have to focus on how 
to even walk without gasping out loud. 


Each stroke of his finger in the air is like a direct stroke 
onto my now sodden center, feelings and sensations I’ve 


never even had before make me feel like hitching my white 
skirt up to my waist and getting down on all fours, offering 
myself to him right here in the foyer, even with whole world 
watching. 


The very idea that Eric Chambers wants me for anything 
makes me feel suddenly invincible. 


Until I get within range of his scent, within earshot of his 
low, deep growling voice which I discover renders me 
practically useless. 


He smells like something I want to dive into. A musky, 
woodsy and crisp cloud that has a masculine edge that’s 
enough to make him swoon worthy on its own. 


But he looks better the closer I get too, his body tensing 
and relaxing under the shimmer of luxurious tailored silk, 
his smooth and sun kissed skin making me feel like I want to 
touch him. 


Like I need to touch him and have him touch me, right now. 


When I was in college, a big time movie producer came and 
gave a speech, and we all spoke about the presence he had 
later on, after the event. 


Eric Chambers has a similar aura, but it’s not just money, 
power or even his good looks although all those things on 
their own are enough to make him stand out from any 
crowd. 


There’s something else. A definite power, a self-assuredness 
and confidence that oozes from him, making me want to 
breathe him in. 


But the more I look into his dark, penetrating eyes, the 
more I register something else. 


His sense of loneliness, lit by my own reflection in his eyes 
the closer I get, I watch his satisfaction growing as I step 
closer, automatically putting both my hands out for some 
reason. 


Hoping, wishing... longing for him to touch me. 


I can feel a hundred eyes on us from behind me and I’m 
blocking their view of him now as he steps forward, 
revealing a large bulge which makes me gasp as he reaches 
out, and taking both my hands as if it’s the most natural 
thing in the world. 


Using my hands, he pulls me closer to him, inhaling me as 
he does so. I feel the strength of his huge hands, his whole 
body as he looms over mine, like a giant shield which 
suddenly makes me forget about anything that’s ever made 
me feel bad. 


“You almost got away,” he murmurs, lingering near my ear 
and I hear myself almost whimpering as I nod in reply, a mix 
of agreement and my overpowering sense of submission to 
him which I find not only comforting, but hot as hell. 


He’s holding both my hands up near his chest and I feel him 
letting them loose, his eyes dancing in a question as he 
leans back slightly, waiting to see where Ill choose to put 
them next. 


I can only rest them on his thick, hard chest, feeling 
something strong pounding beneath his shirt and jacket. 
Pounding in time with the hot pulse running like a live 
current through my center, right up my spine until it 
explodes with one single thought at the top of my head. 


Eric 


Looking up at him, I gradually become aware of the rest of 
the world returning. I hear the muted footfall of epic fail 


Barbie, joined by the almost shrill tone of a man behind me. 


Eric keeps hold of me and guides me back into the elevator 
with him, turning me around finally and leaning into me so I 
can feel at least nine inches of the reason why he wants me 
in front of him right now. 


“Mr. Chambers?” gasps the man, and both look from me in 
disbelief, then to Eric behind me, whose deep voice I can 
hear vibrating right through me as he speaks. 


“You’ve both met Alyson, and no doubt like myself, you’ll be 
seeing plenty more of her too.” 


Their faces turn white as he punches the elevator doors to 
close, giving them something to think about as we both 
disappear. 


“You both let Chambers Inc. and yourselves down today, 
this isn’t how we treat prospective leaders in our company. 
Check your emails in about a half hour,” he adds before 
they can respond, leaving us alone in the elevator as I feel 
my stomach bottom out as it shoots upwards. 


I want to turn and face him but his hands on me tell me to 
keep facing the front, I feel myself leaning back just a little 
further, still not truly believing what I’m feeling pressing 
into me is what I think it is... 


“You came here for a job?” he asks me firmly, and I feel my 
head nodding again, biting my lip as it's pretty clear the 
man has a blistering hard on, practically pressing into my 
back now. 


“How were you treated? What happened back there?” he 
growls, preempting my answer. 


“No interview without a referral, that’s what that girl said,” 
I manage to tell him, losing my focus again, feeling the 


small space of the elevator getting stuffier as my ears pop 
then start to buzz. 


The elevator slows then stops, and my stomach drops again. 
Swishing silently open, there’s a new marble floor 
stretching out to the floor to ceiling windows, but it’s cozier 
somehow. Maybe just because I’m so close to him now, but I 
feel safer. Content. 


“Well,” Eric whispers hoarsely from behind, easing me 
forward gently with his hand on my back, “I’m going to 
interview you myself, then we’ll see just how useful you can 
be to Chambers Inc.” 


CHAPTER FOUR 


I’m one of the wealthiest men in the country but I can 
hardly believe my good fortune. 


She’s literally just walked into my life and now she’s in my 
office. 


I stand in the elevator for a moment, watching her fine, 
heart shaped ass as she walks ahead of me. 


It really is her, I know she’s the one. 
Finally. 
My queen has come to me. 


Any thoughts of taking care of business myself. To try and 
relieve some of this pressure are out of the question now. 


I know every drop of my seed is for her and her alone, all 
my energy and attention has to be for her, for her absolute 
pleasure. 


For our future. 


But first, I need to set her at ease, get to know her. I don’t 
want to spook her with the physical side of things, but 
Jesus! What she’s doing to me. 


She wants to turn her head, but I command her to go to the 
window, to look out at the view. It gives me time to try and 
cover myself, but it’s impossible, I haven’t been this aroused 
ever. 


I didn’t think it was humanly possible. 


Walking close enough behind her to touch her, I resist the 
temptation for now, and take my seat at my desk, which also 
faces the window. 


I sit there, watching her take in the view. Both of us 
completely forgetting everything for a moment. 


“Its just beautiful,” she says, referring to the view and 
finally turning after sensing I’ve managed to get myself 
decent by sitting down. 


“It sure is,” I remark, looking her up and down, inhaling 
with satisfaction as I motion for her to take a seat in front of 
me. 


I know what I’d like to do right now. But take it easy Eric. 
One thing at a time. 


She takes a seat and I study her, which I can tell makes her 
bashful. She has a button nose, pouty lips and full cheeks. 
Her blond hair sits naturally straight against her chest. 


Her eyes are deep blue, like the ocean and have a natural 
light that unfortunately highlights what I can only guess is 
sadness. Loneliness. 


I recognize it because it’s something I’ve been noticing a lot 
in myself lately. 


Until today that is. 


“Tell me why you want to work here,” I hear myself ask, 
suddenly and off topic. It’s my stock standard, put ‘em on 
the spot line of questions loading in my mind like machine 
gun rounds that replaces my own growing nervousness. 


My own agitation as I consider how this is all too good to be 
true. 


What if she doesn’t go for older men? What if she has a 
boyfriend, or worse? 


Fuck. 
She opens her mouth to answer, but I interrupt her. 


“Boyfriend? Husband... Partner?” I ask, hearing the strain 
in my own voice, relieved when she shakes her head. 


“Ummm... I don’t think so,” she says, blushing and looking 
down. 


“What does that mean?” I ask her cuttingly, feeling a stab in 
my chest at the thought she couldn’t see herself with 
anybody, as if she doesn't deserve to be treated like the 
goddess that she is. 


She looks up startled, and I can tell she’s wondering if this 
is the actual interview still. 


She tilts her head, her mouth open but she’s not sure. 


“Don’t you think anyone could be interested in you? Head 
over heels for you, even at first sight?” I ask her, hearing 
my voice wavering with emotion now. 


She flushes a deeper red and looks down again, and I lean 
forward, making her look up suddenly. 


“I need people who believe in something, Alyson. If you’re 
to work under me, I need you to look up and forward, not 
down,” I tell her firmly and I can see it’s too much for her. 


Too soon. 


Her lower lip starts to tremble after she sighs and she looks 
away, back towards the elevator. 


Don’t even think about it. 


“Its not always that easy,’ she says, sucking down her 
emotion and meeting my steely gaze. “Not everyone can 
just muster self-confidence... belief.. It’s...” 


I know what she wants to say, but she stops herself. 
“Easy for me?” I ask her, reading her thoughts. 


“T guess in some ways it is, now. But when I first started 
here, I was the mail boy everybody made fun of because I 
stuttered when I got nervous, which was every time I 
opened my mouth,” I tell her. 


It’s the first time I’ve told anybody that, and I feel lighter in 
myself for saying so. 


“Really?” she asks, smiling. But it’s not a poking fun smile, 
it’s an understanding smile, which I return. 


“Really,” I say, and lean back a little, eager to learn more 
about Alyson, as well as just look at her. Something I can 
tell already I could do all day long. 


“Tell me why you want to work here,” I ask her again after a 
few moments, eager to hear her ‘why’ for being here. 


She sits up a little straighter and looks me dead in the eye. 


“To make all the crap I put up with in college worth it. For 
you it was stuttering, for me it’s my size and my shyness.” 


She stops, looking as though she thinks she’s blown it 
already, but aside from my mind being made up the moment 
I saw her, I want to know what she has to say. 


I urge her to continue with a slight movement of my hand, 
but she’s lost momentum. Her shyness and embarrassment 
take over again. 


“Take a minute and think about it,” I tell her, opening up my 
laptop and tapping out a memo to everybody in Human 
Resources about my latest visit, with separate memos to 
Sloane and the receptionist, Cynthia. 


Almost totally absorbed, I have half my attention on Alyson 
and the other on my emails when she finally pipes in. 


“Truth?” she asks me softly, and I answer her, looking up. 


“Always,” I tell her. “No matter how silly or strange you 
think it might sound.” 


“T want to work here because of...you,” she says, and I feel 
my heart, and my crotch swell. 


The faint growl that escapes me is contained somewhat by 
the beaming smile on my face as I lean back again, 
admiring my latest acquisition. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


A lyson 


“Does that mean I’ve got the job?” I hear myself asking, my 
voice trembling with excitement. 


Eric’s smile broadens, and he shows his perfect set of 
gleaming teeth as he nods his head, holding out his huge 
hand. 


“T don’t know exactly what position it is I have for you, 
perhaps several,” he muses. “But I’m not letting you out of 
my sights, Alyson Bennet. You’ve got the job!” 


I screech with delight, squealing out loud as I forget myself 
completely, and ignoring his hand, I trot around to his side 
of the desk and hurl myself at him, hugging him around his 
huge neck and shoulders. 


The sensation of his hands on my hips, gripping me tight 
changes my excitement from a new employee to the other, 
wet feeling he gives me in an instant. 


“I probably shouldn’t hug the boss,” I murmur sheepishly, 
pulling myself away from him, but notice his hands still on 


me. 


Glancing down, my breath catches as I see his straining 
crotch, that huge bulge of pure man meat standing fully 
erect through his pants as he makes a low sound in the 
back of his throat. 


I should be shocked. I should tell him this is inappropriate, 
but the flush of heat I feel in my sex plus the tremor in my 
knees as I gasp at the sight of his thick hard on is enough to 
make me realize I want that more than any damned job. 


“See what you do to me?” Eric says firmly, turning me to 
face him completely with his hands still on my hips. 


I feel like a leaf in his hands, trembling and fragile, but 
there’s another part of me that wants him to touch me 
more, in other places. A part of me that wants to touch him 
too. 


Still holding my hips, Eric stands up and pulls me closer to 
him. I don’t offer any resistance, and can only moan softly 
as I feel his hard body pressing into the softness of my own. 
My thick, pebbled nipples pressing into him as I look up, 
biting my lip, watching his face getting closer to mine. 


I shiver as I feel my lips part, my eyes closing. 
This is what a first kiss feels like. 


Feeling the warmth of his mouth an inch from mine, I try 
not to gasp, try not to act like this is my first time kissing 
anyone. 


But before I can even find out what it feels like, there’s a 
loud buzzing sound from Eric’s desk. 


My eyes shoot open and I see his narrowing before they 
shift away from mine. 


He loosens his grip a little and makes a disappointed sound, 
he whispers in my ear. “Hold that thought.” Before he picks 
up a handset from the half dozen on his desk. 


He grunts into it, then after a moment, his brow cocks and 
he grunts again before hanging up. 


“No rest for the wicked,” he mutters to himself, and I 
suddenly feel lost as his hands leave my body, his warmth 
and hardness moving away from me, across the room to the 
window. 


Just as I start to feel awkward, the familiar anxiety creeping 
back in, Eric spins around and gives me another of his 
winning smiles. 


“Sorry Alyson, duty calls. I need you to sit in on a meeting, a 
little pow-wow with Human Resources.” 


My mood lifts, but only a little. The prospect of being 
thrown in the deep end sounded much better in theory than 
in reality. 


“Sure,” I squeak, moving back to my seat, wishing I had 
some idea how to do whatever it is I’ve been hired to do. 


The elevators behind him chime, and from where I sit I 
watch the not so smug now receptionist and the man from 
the lobby move awkwardly in, taking the two seats next to 
me as Eric sits like a boss, his fingertips steepled and his 
eyes closed. 


“Ms. Bennet was hired unofficially by me to apply for a job 
here. Her report on her findings, so far is less than stellar,” 
Eric says in a deep, commanding voice. His eyes pulse open 
and after they settle on me with satisfaction, they move to 
the other two and get more serious. 


“Here at Chambers, we’ve gotten where we are by doing 
things right. By being the best,” he continues. I hear the 
man, Sloane gulp and Cynthia the receptionist looks 
dreamily at Eric, making my blood start to boil. If I knew 
better, I’d know what was coming but it totally shocks me. 


“Sloane, you can empty your desk, go home. Tomorrow you 
start in the mail room if you want to keep your employment 
here.” 


I feel my jaw drop, then my brow creases. I didn’t want to 
be the cause of anybody... 


“Cynthia, you'll be leaving us. I’ll personally see that your 
severance payment and anything due to you is arranged 
today. You’re free to go home now, which I’d prefer and 
recommend.” 


Eric finger’s hovering over a button on his phone handset, 
which he shifts once Cynthia stands up and clips out of his 
office without saying a word. 


I watch her get into the elevator, thinking about how 
quickly things have turned around in just a few minutes, I 
don’t feel like giving her a nasty little wave like she did to 
me. 


But I don’t feel sorry for her either. The look she gives me 
says it all, and I realize that some people just aren’t very 
nice at their core. 


“That’s all, Sloane,” Eric says once he hears the elevator 
close. “It’s a temporary move for you, with no real impact 
on your salary so don’t worry about Denise and the kids. I’d 
like to see you get more hands on with actual employees 
rather than just looking at graphs and charts, okay?” 


Sloane breathes a sigh of relief but still looks gutted. He 
finally nods in agreement and offers his hand to Eric, which 


he takes as he stands, shaking it firmly. 


“We only want to keep the best, Sloane. Give me your best 
and you'll have your desk back.” 


I watch Sloane leave too, but he has a different look in his 
eye. 


As soon as we’re alone again, Eric examines my expression 
carefully before he says anything. 


“T’ve been doing this a long time, Alyson. I know what works 
for the greater good, but I want you to help us make it 
better,” he says, looking like he’s ready for my barrage of 
complaints or questioning his handling of his own hiring 
and firing policies. 


But I don’t have any. I’m only glad to be alone with him 
again, wondering if this is all some elaborate test for some 
job he hasn’t told me about, but I’m mostly turned on just 
by looking at him, and by the mischievous look in his eyes I 
think the feeling’s mutual. 


But why me? 


What have I got that anybody would want, let alone Eric 
Chambers? 


CHAPTER SIX 


Alyson’s already a welcome distraction. I’d hardly hit send 
from my memo, summoning the pair up to my office before I 
remember, just as they interrupt us both at a crucial 
moment. 


She stays pretty quiet, when others might take the chance 
to enjoy others’ suffering. But I can tell once Cynthia goes 
that Alyson, although within her rights to bear a grudge 
doesn’t. 


Not really. 
I know she’s perfect. 


For the job, which I still haven’t got a name for, for the 
company but most of all, for me. 


“Td normally show you around now,” I tell her, looking at 
my watch, noting her bright eyes sadden a little as she 
thinks I’m about to brush her off as well. “... but it's lunch. 
Past lunch.” 


Three O’clock? It’s almost dinner. 


At the sound of the very word, her stomach lets out a loud 
rumble and I chuckle to myself. 


“That might answer my next question. Did you have lunch 
today?” 


She reddens, shaking her head. 


“Then it’s settled,” I tell her, standing up, pleased when her 
eyes leave mine, going straight down to my crotch again. 


There’s something about a girl who knows what she wants 
that a man really likes to see. 


“Hungry?” I ask her wistfully, knowing she needs food as 
much as everything else I have on offer. 


Her head pumps absently and I fight my own battle not to 
stare at her as much as she does me. 


Her chest is stiff again, her thick nipples like fingers, 
begging me to stroke them, to suck them... 


All this is making you hungry. Just go eat already. 


“I know just the place,” I tell her, and guiding her by the 
small of her back to the elevator again, I can’t resist leaning 
in and taking in the scent of her hair. 


Angelo’s is booked solid for months, but there’s always a 
table for me there. 


I move the waiter out of the way, seating Alyson myself. 


The menus are huge but I offer to order for us both, which 
Alyson agrees to readily. 


“I’ve heard of this place,” she says, her eyes still wide as 
they look around. “I thought it was booked for months,” she 
muses. 


“Tt is,” I tell her, wanting to mention my suite in the hotel 
above us, but deciding against that. 


“This whole day is like a dream,” she murmurs, and I 
pretend not to hear her as I fix my napkin across my lap, 
vowing to myself that this is how she’ll be treated every day 
from now on. 


No more dreaming for my queen. 
She looks worried when I order for us both. 
“Do you have any allergies?” I ask her, figuring she might. 


“No! It’s just...” She flushes again, looking at the menu, the 
absence of any prices. 


“Its on me,” I assure her, wanting to reach out and touch 
her hand, to take it in mine... wishing I’d kissed her now. 
The butterflies of that memory making me nervous. 


Me. Nervous. Ha! 


But Iam. A constant ripple in my belly, every movement she 
makes tugs at it, making me want her even more. 


While we wait for our food, I watch her eyes register the 
other diners, the dishes of food as they pass by our table. 


“This place really isn’t you, is it?” I ask her, feeling suddenly 
foolish for even bringing her here. 


She gives me a smile. “It’s nice.” 


“But not what you’d choose as a lunch option?” I observe, 
reminding myself there was a time when a sandwich or a 


hot dog from the street vendor was something to look 
forward to. 


“We can get something else,” I say, knowing the chef will 
gladly make me anything, even a sandwich. But she says 
she’s fine. 


Stop trying so hard, relax. 


Her face grows a little determined and she asks me more 
about the job. A sensible girl, as well as gorgeous. I’d be 
concerned if she didn’t ask a lot of questions. 


I guess I have to give her a job title ‘Queen of my world’ is 
a little odd for office stationery. 


“For now, you'll be my personal assistant,” I declare, letting 
my eyes run to her cleavage and jumping as the wine cart 
waiter clears his throat. 


“Just mineral water for me,” she says, and I know for sure 
I’m with the right girl. 


“How old are you?” I ask her next, frowning then wincing. I 
don’t want to look or sound like a desperate old man, but at 
my age, my money, it’s almost expected I take someone half 
my age. 


“I'm twenty-two in December,” she says bashfully and I feel 
relief when the entrée arrives. 


“Parents?” I ask next, “I mean, do you live at home?” 
She shakes her head automatically. 


“Just me. Always has been,” she says, puckering for her 
straw as she sucks down her mineral water, and I know in 
an instant that she’s all alone in this world. 


Something TIl let her tell me about when she’s ready. And 
something I have an instant remedy for. 


The food’s fancy, but there’s plenty of it. It’s how I like to eat 
and I’m relieved too once Alyson’s relaxed enough to enjoy 
her pasta, then lobster but declines a dessert, which I do 
too but only because she does. 


There’s more color in her cheeks and I can tell she needed 
to eat, her whole mood seems better and I know now how 
much I enjoy watching her eat as well as just being with 
her. 


“Better?” I ask her, followed by some scrutiny. “When did 
you last eat?” 


She flushes red and looks down at her lap, fidgeting with 
her napkin. 


“T only meant...” I start to say, but it’s clear she needs a job 
for more than one reason. 


Like the choice of restaurant, I forget sometimes, often that 
most people have money worries. 


“Its okay,” she says, smiling now. “I can’t lie to you, I’m 
broke. I’m watching the neighbor’s apartment while they’re 
overseas, eating from their...” 


Her face suddenly goes pale and her mouth drops to form 
an ‘O’ shape. 

“What is it?” I ask her, panic rising in me, mixed with the 
pain of the thought of her living like that. 


“My neighbor!” she exclaims. “Uh, sorry, they have a bed 
being delivered today. I have to go!” 


I blink and shake my head from side to side, not believing it 
when she stands to leave. 


“T have to go, I promised to be home for the delivery, it’s up 
twelve flights, ugh! I’m so sorry.” 


“Wait!” I growl, my hand up and I hear the hush of the 
restaurant behind me as everyone turns to look. 


She’s frozen to the spot, but I can see she has someplace to 
be, probably never figured on getting the job and lunch 
within the same hour. 


“Alyson,” I say softly, motioning her back to her seat, “I can 
take you wherever you need to be, you don’t have to rush. 
Don’t have to run away.” 


“In twenty minutes?” she asks, screwing her face up with 
anxiety. 


She gives me her address, which isn’t that far. 


“TIl take you there myself.” Jutting my chin for the waiter 
and telling him to have the valet bring my car around front. 


“Very good, Mr. Chambers,” he says, and with a brisk bow 
he’s off, the deep throaty growl of my custom sports car not 
too far behind a few minutes later. 


“Shall we?” I ask standing up and offering her my arm, 
which she takes. 


I feel like I’m floating on air with her on my arm as we leave 
the restaurant, the valet holding the car door open for me, 
but I walk round to make sure Alyson gets in first and is 
buckled in. 


CHAPTER SEV EN 


A lyson 


I totally forgot about the delivery, who orders a bed and 
then goes overseas? 


People with a job. 


Maybe I can buy some nice things now, maybe even get 
ahead on my rent... maybe even pay the damned rent. 


I can’t believe I’ve got the job, then lunch with the CEO and 
now he’s taking me home to make sure I get the delivery for 
my neighbor? 


I admit, I’m secretly hoping it’s more complex than that. 


Like maybe continuing on from that near kiss back in his 
office? 


I try not to, but I let out a little sigh, just thinking about the 
day so far, about how handsome Eric is and what a great 
driver he is too. 


I can’t fault the man. It’s almost like he has super powers 
he’s so perfect, so damned good looking. 


I still don’t get what he’d see in me, why he’d want me for 
anything. 


But there’s not a trace of anything bad in him, I can tell that 
much. 


I try directing him, but he seems to know the city better 
than I do and we’re at my apartment building in time to see 
a delivery truck about to pull out, which he cuts in front of, 
making them swear and honk loudly. 


“I hope this is your bed,” he says with a grin, leaping out 
and holding up both hands, hailing the drivers and 
explaining the situation. 


There’s some mumbling and grumbling, but I see the flash 
of green and in no time the two delivery guys are falling 
over themselves to get the job done. 


“They almost missed us,” Eric says, helping me out of the 
car and pretending not to notice my look. 


“You didn’t have to do that,” I tell him, but he’s already past 
it, already somewhere else in his mind. 


Looking the building up and down, then eyeing the street 
he frowns. 


“Tt’s not as bad as it looks,” I lie. 
It’s actually worse, after dark. 


Taking the tiny elevator up to my floor, I can tell Eric isn’t 
used to seeing how other people live. 


“It’s uncanny,” he says, almost reading my thoughts. 


“When you were a little girl, I used to live right down the 
street. Building’s gone now, but the old neighborhood, it 
hasn’t changed a bit.” 


It makes me feel a little less embarrassed about the place, 
but it’s a far cry from his world, the restaurant. His car. 
That suit. 


I feel like a peasant by comparison. As if for the first time 
I’m noticing the shabby building, the smelly elevators, the 
stained walls and carpeting. 


“Any more deliveries while your neighbor’s overseas?” he 
asks, which I think is a strange question, shaking my head. 


“Good,” he declares. And I furrow my brow in my own 
question, but Eric just smiles and gives me a sly wink. 


“Who orders a bed and then goes on holiday?” he asks me 
and we both laugh, me for more reasons than one. 


The inside of my neighbor’s apartment is much nicer than 
the outside. Homely and clean, but mine, opposite I’d rather 
not think about. 


I'll just die if 


“Which one’s yours?” Eric asks, looking at the door 
opposite, trying not to grin as I look away, and hoping he’ll 
change the subject. 


Fortunately, he picks up on my embarrassment and 
contents himself to help me clear a way for the delivery 
men in my neighbor’s place, moving some furniture and 
giving it his full attention. 


By the time we have a clear path and the old bed stacked 
up against the wall, the sound of the delivery men huffing 
interrupts us as once again, I feel nothing but attraction 
when being so close to Eric alone and his eyes on me, his 
low sounds and sultry glances tell me he feels the same. 


Eric lets the men take the bed as far as the bedroom, telling 
them we can take it from here. They shrug and eye the 


second, original bed. 


“This going?” One of the men asks and I nod, making him 
smile, then frown as he realizes its twelve flights down as 
well as up carrying another bed. 


They both shrug and get to work, Eric’s money poking out 
the top of their overall pockets, looking like they made a 
tidy profit for moving two beds. 


Eric himself makes sure he sees them out, closing then 
bolting the door behind them. 


Anyone else doing that and I’d be concerned, maybe even a 
little scared, but because it’s Eric, I feel a sudden thrill 
ripple through me. 


I’m standing in the bedroom, shivering now as I hear his 
steps coming toward me, my own heart like a drum in my 
chest and the familiar slickness forming between my legs at 
the thought of him kissing me again. 


“T hope you’re still holding that thought,” he says in a deep 
voice, striding over to me. My eyes tell him that I am anda 
small whimper escapes my lips. 


I’m holding more than the thought of him kissing me, and in 
seconds I’m holding onto him as he wraps me in his arms, 
my own arms thrust around his neck as his mouth presses 
hard over mine making us both moan deeply with 
satisfaction and relief. 


I’m no kisser, or so I thought, but the touch of his mouth on 
mine is the key to unlocking all my pent up desire for him 
along with a lifetime of repressed passions. 


We don’t need to use words anymore, our bodies are finally 
communicating the best way they know how. My hands 
quickly move from his neck to explore the rest of his rock 


hard body as he begins to grip mine in places that make me 
shudder as I struggle to stay upright in his arms. 


Using his foot while he holds me, Eric tilts the new mattress 
from against the wall to lay flat on the floor and we both 
collapse on it. I’m half-laughing, half-breathless from his 
kiss but all I want is to feel his body against mine. My hands 
start to claw at his clothes and his have my skirt riding up in 
seconds as we both silently agree that this is what we both 
want. 


What he’s wanted since laying eyes on me, and me wanting 
him since I saw his picture in the news years ago. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


It’s a bold move, but I’m not known for skirting around the 
edges or holding back on anything. 


One look and I know she wants me. I also know I have to 
stake my claim. A girl like this, walking around in the world 
solo? It’s only a matter of time before she’s snapped up and 
this man knows what’s his when he sees it. 


“You’re mine, Alyson. I want you to be mine, say it,” I 
demand as we tumble onto the bed, my hands all over her, 
unable to get enough. 


“Oh, I’m yours,” she says, her eyes going wide as her hands 
find the thick bulge in my pants, making us both gasp and 
drawing a low growl of satisfaction from me. 


She hesitates, out of reflex as I unbutton her top but my 
hands tracing her thick nipples through her bra relax her, 
her head falling back as she shudders again under my 
touch. 


“I want you Eric... I do... but...” I don’t let her finish. My 
mouth over hers telling her the only ‘but’ I want is hers, in 
both my hands with her pussy buried in my face. 


“Mine,” I growl, letting my hand ride up between her legs, 
grinding my jaw as I feel her wet heat for the first time 
through her panties, making her whisper my name 
hoarsely, nodding her head and licking her lips. 


“Yours,” she whimpers, pleading as she opens her legs wide 
for me and I find the zipper to her skirt, freeing her from it 
in seconds, looking with excited satisfaction at the 
perfection of her thick, smooth body. 


Both her hands on the back of my head, pulling me down 
tell me what she wants, but I’m already halfway there, 
ready to give her what she so desperately needs. 


Her own breathing is so hard, so fast I think there might be 
something wrong until I pull her sodden panties to one side, 
pressing my whole mouth over her swollen mound in one 
movement, making her moan loudly and then breathe 
deeper as she bucks her hips forward. 


I lift her up by her ass cheeks, kneading them with both my 
hands as I devour her sweet essence, which is pouring from 
her, making me growl hungrily, eager for more. 


Tearing the thin fabric of her panties free gives me full 
access to her and I feel her hands gripping my hair tighter 
as her breathing becomes more focused, working in tune 
with the movement of my tongue over her stiff little clit, 
which I also hold delicately between my teeth for a time, 
making her call my name and grunt like an animal. 


My own hardness starts to twitch and I can feel precome 
trickling freely from my engorged head, pressing hard 
against my own pants, which I work to free in between 


servicing her sweet hole. Once I feel my thick stiffness 
bobbing in front of me, I realize it’s my own grunts and 
growls I’ve been hearing. 


“Eric,” she gasps, and I lift my hands to join hers, which she 
grabs tightly, our palms pressed together as her fingers 
grip mine. 


She’s so close, and I want to make sure I give her maximum 
pleasure as well as support so keeping one hand in hers, I 
use my other to press her behind again, making sure I have 
maximum contact. 


“E-Eric,” she stammers again, hyperventilating as I feel her 
body stiffen and her back arch under the pressure of my 
hand. 


“Tm... Pm a... a.. ahhh” 


A small squeak escapes her as she tries to finish what she’s 
saying, but her climax consumes her, flooding my mouth 
and face with wave after wave of her sweet, hot orgasm 
which I lap up greedily, vowing to myself to honor her like 
this every day from now on, no matter what. 


I grip her by the hips, savoring her essence as she shudders 
and pulses, riding the waves of what I feel is her first real 
orgasm ever. 


“Pm a virgin,” she gasps, and I feel her go limp as she 
collapses backwards, fully spent. 


I growl approvingly, and moving up her body, I kiss every 
inch of her, opening her top up fully and nuzzling my face 
between her ample breasts before kissing her tenderly, 
savoring the taste of both parts of her I like best so far and 
letting her taste the magic of her own climax. 


The pressure of my hot, fat cock against the inside of her 
thigh is enough to make us both groan with pleasure, but I 
only want one thing for now, to know that she’s satisfied and 
that she knows she’ll be mine from now on. 


“T said, I’m a virgin,” she huffs again, gasping in between 
breaths as she struggles to stay lucid. 


“T heard you,” I whisper into her ear. 


“Tt’s wonderful. It means you really are all mine. Now and 
forever, nobody else’s, just mine.” 


She opens her eyes, sitting up a little, covering her chest 
with her hands as if she’s embarrassed. 


“You don’t mind?” she asks innocently. 
I shake my head, smiling. 
Beaming. 


“How could I mind? It’s just one thing that makes you all 
the more perfect,” I tell her. 


“We don’t have to. Not right now, not if you don’t want to,” I 
continue, noticing the relief in her eyes as she fully melts 
into my weight on top of her again. 


“Tt’s just so new... so... wow! Is it always like that?” she 
asks, still trembling and having little jerks and spasms of 
post orgasmic pleasure ripple through her. 


“Tt is with us,” I tell her, and I mean it. 


If pleasuring her with my mouth is this amazing, I can’t wait 
to claim her properly. 


And I will. 


But not here. My queen needs her castle, not a stable when 
she’s crowned. 


“You’re mine now Alyson,” I remind her. 


“Let’s take a moment to get your breath back, but I want 
you to get ready, get your things from your place. I’m taking 
you home.” 


Our home. 


CHAPTER NINE 


A lyson 


I never knew anything could feel so good. That one person 
could do that to another and only make me feel like I want 
more of them, like that and every other way, forever. 


Eric’s huge body and warmth on me as I recover from the 
best thing to ever happen to me already has me wanting 
him inside me, but I can tell he wants it to be special. 


More special than this place. 
Sorry Mrs. Phelps. 


“T really am yours,” I murmur, more to hear myself say it 
out loud, like pinching myself to prove I’m not dreaming. 


Oh god! If I woke up and this was all a dream, I’d just die. 
But it’s real. 


Eric’s huge hands run down my body as he turns me onto 
my side, pulling me snug against him, his huge hot dick 
riding up my back making me shudder. 


It’s better than real. 
It's heaven and I want to stay like this forever. 


Part of me wants to leap up and just go. But just being with 
Eric, having him hold me so close, so tenderly. It’s the only 
place I want to be. 


Eric’s hands on my hips, then my chest and then all over me 
as he growls with satisfaction, make me feel a fresh hot 
flush of arousal. Stronger than before. I have no idea how 
he can control himself, my own insides ache for him and I 
already feel like I’m ready to explode all over again. 


I’m not sure how long we lay there, maybe we even doze 
off. A siren from the street suddenly startles me awake, and 
I hear Eric stifle a growling yawn as he snuggles deeper. 


“Are you cold?” he asks me, and I squeak no, pressing 
myself harder against him, wondering how much I really 
need to take with me, wondering if I can make it back to his 
place before I let him claim me properly. 


“C’mon,” he says, reading my mind and kissing my neck. 
“Let’s go home.” 


My breath catches hearing him say it. I want to ask him 
again if he really means it, if any of this is even real, but one 
look from his dark, sultry eyes, coupled with his slow nod as 
his eyes run over my nakedness tell me he means it. 


I watch his thick cock pulse to full attention as he again 
uses his finger to signal me, drawing me up from the 
mattress with it. 


Summoning me to our new life together. 


As soon as I do stand up a little unsteady on my feet, I do 
feel cold and see it’s already dark outside. 


“Might have a ticket,” Eric grins, eyeing my chest as I feel it 
stiffen fully from the cold, then flushing hot as I take in the 
full frontal view of his magnificent cock. 


“Quick,” I stammer, holding my clothes over my chest, then 
dashing across the hall to open my apartment after 
checking the coast is clear. 


The single most daring thing I’ve done in my life, next to 
being eaten out by god’s gift to women, and both in the 
same afternoon. Not to mention getting my dream job... 
and about to lose my virginity. 


Whatta day so far! 


My heart’s singing in my ears as I spin around, holding the 
door open, ushering Eric to hurry up and come on over. But 
he smiles, and taking his time, his thick cock bobbing out in 
front of him, locks Mrs. Phelps’ front door and swaggers 
across the hall as if he hasn’t a care in the world. 


“Are you gonna go around like that from now on?” I ask 
him, looking down with astonishment. 


He’s huge. How on earth am I going to... 


“I’m considering it,” he says, sucking some air between his 
teeth and putting his thumbs through imaginary belt holes, 
he thrusts his hips forward, swinging himself on the balls of 
his feet. His pants swung over his shoulder and his shirt 
barely on him anymore, open and showing more of that 
glorious body of his. 


“Like I said Alyson, it’s what you do to me. What can I say?” 


I shudder a breath in and he winks but his face soon grows 
intense as we both feel it stronger than ever now, the need 
to have him deep inside me. 


“C'mon,” he says firmly, clapping his hands together, 
“Otherwise Ill take you right here on the...” 


He looks around, lifting clothes up off what could be the 
couch, but it could also be the coffee table. 


“Just get a change of things and we'll go,” he says, shaking 
his head slightly before pulling his pants on, wincing as he 
strains to fit all of himself into them. 


I have an overnight bag, a sort of emergency everything kit 
which I always keep handy for some reason. 


It'll have enough undies and clothes to last me a few days. 
But what about work? I’ll need better clothes than that. 


In seconds, I’m standing naked in front of my small closet, 
tossing clothes behind me as I decide each piece is useless 
as soon as I pick it up. 


Eric’s huge frame fills the tiny doorway, his teeth gleaming 
in the semi-darkness. 


“Just take a change of clothes, Alyson. We’ll go shopping 
tomorrow. I have a feeling you might like a few of the places 
I have in mind.” 


I look over to him, suddenly feeling like a poor peasant 
again. 


“Not all places are like the restaurant, either,” he assures 
me. “But new clothes always feel nice, don’t they?” he says 
matter of fact and I can see the need in his eyes, which I 
can feel in my own body still. 


“You’re right,” I say, and grabbing the overnight bag after I 
shimmy into some jeans and a fresh top, my heart wants to 
feel sad at leaving the place, but looking around I can 
hardly believe I even lived here for so long. 


“Let’s go,” I hear myself saying, feeling lighter and freer as 
I close the door and hear the lock behind us. 


Eric takes my hand in his and kisses it first before joining 
his lips to mine, he tells me he’s proud of me. 


“I can’t wait to show you...” he starts to say, but his eyes 
shining brighter to match his smile tell me the ride of my 
life has only just begun. 


He scoops me up, making me squeal as he lifts me up into 
his arms as if I weigh nothing, and soon enough I feel the 
definite hot pressure of his satisfaction pressing into my 
back as he carries me to the elevator and out to his car. 


CHAPTER TEN 


I have my prize, but I’m still yet to claim her. I tell myself I 
can wait. 


A little while longer anyway. 


At least until we get home, which for now is going to be the 
suite in the hotel above the restaurant. I couldn’t wait much 
longer than that, and given the sounds Alyson is making I 
don’t think she can wait much longer either. 


I smile at the string of tickets on my car, still parked at an 
odd angle from the sidewalk. Strangely enough, the doors 
unlocked and key in the ignition still. 


But nothing much matters anymore. I have the most 
valuable thing in my life, finally. I don’t ever remember 
feeling so happy, proud and excited all at once. 


Life really isn’t about money, things or property. It’s about 
the one you love being close enough to tell them so. 


Too soon for that? I decide to wait, but the evening traffic, 
although light, seems to be deliberately adding to my 


waiting time. Making me feel like it's Christmas Eve and I 
want to open my present now. 


Finally, I pull up at the hotel making Alyson look a little 
confused. 


“This is where we had lunch,” she muses and joining the 
dots once the valet takes my key and exchanges it for a key 
card for our suite, it clicks. 


“You live here too?” she asks, her eyes even wider as she 
looks up at the entire span of the building, some eighty 
stories high. 


“Right at the top, when I’m in the city,” I tell her, helping 
her out of the car and taking her arm in mine as we move 
through the lobby, a few raised brows but nothing but nods 
and ‘good evening Mr. Chambers’ from the staff. 


I feel Alyson’s arm start to tremble, not from anticipation 
this time, but maybe from being a little overwhelmed. 


“Hey,” I whisper, leaning toward her as we get into the 
elevator. “It’s still me. Just you and me, remember?” 


I feel better when the doors close and she leans back into 
me, then turns to let me kiss her fully on the mouth. 


“I think I...” she starts to say, but the elevator stops 
suddenly and pings, a group of tourists apologizing, they 
want one going down. 


Which is what I intend to be doing, any minute. 


Promising myself to take the private elevator next time, I’m 
left wondering what she was going to tell me, but have a 
hunch it’s the words for the feeling I have blossoming inside 
me. 


The same feeling I had the moment I laid eyes on her. 


I sigh happily, squeezing her close as the elevator pings 
open again, right at the top which is our floor. A quarter of 
it is taken up with our suite. 


Rounding the corridor, my happy face falls and a protective 
growl escapes me as I see a short, burly man in a cheap suit 
with what looks like a sheriff... a bailiff next to him as we 
get closer. 


Suit man waves a yellow envelope under my nose as soon as 
I’m close enough, making me gently push Alyson behind me 
as I grab hold of his wrist, hard. 


He winces and the bailiff clears his throat. 


“None of that, Mr. Chambers. We’re just doing our jobs,” 
the bailiff says jovially, but cracking his knuckles loud 
enough for me to hear. 


“He tried to assault me with this envelope,” I inform them 
both through gritted teeth, clamping down hard enough to 
make the man regret trying to be cute with me. Especially 
when I’m on my way to make love to my woman. 


“You’ve been served,” is all the man in the suit says, and at 
once I get a whiff of his bad breath, cheap cologne and 
forty-five percent fee from any settlement case, which I’m 
pretty sure is waiting for me inside the envelope. 


“And you’ve been warned,” I rebuke them both. “See you 
two in court once my own papers get served. I’ll make sure 
to attend in person.” I tell them coldly. 


“Two civil suits for verbal and physical assault, intimidation, 
trespassing and anything else my billion dollar legal team 
can think of as well as crucifying you for whatever turd 
you’ve condensed into this envelope. Good day gentlemen,” 
I growl and they both slink away, one rubbing his wrist, the 
other hissing questions at him. 


Once I see the fear in Alyson’s eyes, I relax, and pull her to 
me, kissing her forehead. 


“Sorry about that, hazards of being at the top. Everybody 
wants to bring you down,” I inform her casually, swiping the 
key card to open the door once I’m sure the two men have 
left my floor. 


My hotel. 
But I don’t advertise that fact. 


“What was all that really about, Eric?” Alyson asks once 
inside, not even registering the suite once I flick the lights 
on. She looks worried. 


I roll my eyes and open the envelope, glancing at the top of 
the first page before dismissing it from my mind. 


“Angry bimbo,” is all I tell her, tossing the papers onto the 
table by the door, but Alyson looks hurt that I won’t tell her. 
Then even more hurt as she starts to think it over. 


A sudden wave of panic registers. 
I don’t want her to think... 


“The receptionist I let go today,” I tell her, and notice her 
shoulders sink, her eyes narrowing as she looks past me. 


“It happens from time to time, a Jot of the time.” I remind 
myself out loud. 


“People get snippy and think they can have a piece of the 
pie because things didn’t go the way they wanted. Too bad 
for her she broke her employee contract several times over 
before she was even rude to you, so it’s bye-bye Barbie.” 


Alyson laughs out loud suddenly. Nervously. 


“That’s exactly what I thought she looked like, an angry 
Barbie.” 


I notice the unfair dismissal heading and the zeros on the 
end of the suggested claim, which will get thrown out of any 
court. 


Puffing air out through my cheeks, I’m relieved when I look 
up and see Alyson’s found something more interesting to 
focus on. 


“Oh. My. God,” she exclaims, stepping down from the 
marble entrance to the carpeted foyer. 


It’s like a miniature version of the front entrance of the 
hotel itself, which I thought I liked years ago, but now, 
having Alyson see it all it feels a little tacky. 


Overkill. 


She can redecorate however she wants to have it. She can 
have and do whatever she wants. 


I stare dreamily, watching her fine ass again, and pinch 
myself that she’s even in my house now. 


Our house. 


What a difference a day makes. A few hours ago I was a 
different man. A lonely man. Now I’ve found my queen. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


A lyson 


I don’t know if it’s wrong to think it, but I’m never going 
back to my apartment again. 


Eric’s right. New clothes sound like a good idea too. 


The foyer is a little bit much, but the rest of the place spans 
out into modern style meets a bit of the future. The views 
from the huge windows draw me in but I have to turn to 
look at Eric again. 


I can’t believe it. I just can’t believe this is actually 
happening to me. 


The satisfied look on his face makes me go to him instead. I 
feel instantly guilty for wanting more, I should be infinitely 
grateful for what I’m pretty sure I already have. 


Eric. 


“Pm yours, without any of this,” I tell him and I mean it. 
He’s more than a building, his company or any amount of 
money. 


He’s the greatest treasure and the only thing I really want. 


“I'm glad to hear it,” he says, putting his hand to his heart 
and making a face of mock relief. 


“One lawsuit trying to bleed me dry in one day is bad 
enough,” he jokes, but I’m serious. 


“T am glad to hear it, Alyson, because all of this?” he asks, 
opening his hands out in front of him, “All of it’s been so 
meaningless for so long now. Empty without my queen by 
my side. Empty without you.” 


A part of me feels a tear coming. It’s the single sweetest 
thing anyone’s ever said to me ever. 


Another part of me, the old Alyson still can’t believe such a 
rich and powerful, stunningly handsome older man could 
even go for me in the first place. 


In any place. 


“I want you here, Alyson. By my side. I want you to be my 
queen and I’m going to treat you like one every day we 
share together. Starting right now,” he says, and I can’t get 
to him quick enough. His thumb wipes the wet line from my 
check as he kisses me so deep I feel like I’m about to climax 
just from his kiss, from his touch. 


“Take me Eric,” I whisper, feeling my legs going out from 
under me, his strong arms taking me up just in time as they 
give out completely. 


“Make me yours,” I whimper. 


His low growl and firm grip on me, along with his telltale 
hardness prodding into my back tell me he’s more than 
ready to oblige. 


I can feel his whole body flexing as he strides through to 
what must be his bedroom. A small room compared to the 
others, but with a huge bed to support a huge man. 


Blue and black, modern designs on the bedding and as soon 
as he sets me down gently, I can feel the luxury of a thread 
count I’ve only heard of but never felt. 


There’s no rush now, and even though we’re both 
simmering for each other, Eric takes his time, making sure 
he does everything he wants to make this right in his mind. 


Make it special for me. 


He takes a step back, to look at me and for the first time in 
my life, I feel like I want someone to see me undress. Like I 
want a man to really look at me. 


My man. 


I know it’s what Eric wants, and his eyes grow wide with 
excitement as I slowly peel off my top, leaning back so he 
can take in my bare breasts, before I start to shimmy out of 
my panties and jeans. 


His low growl turns into a groan and finally, I can tell he 
can’t contain himself, tearing at his pants and freeing his 
thick, engorged cock that bounces as he rips off his shirt 
and jacket, buttons popping everywhere and his muscles 
tense with his primal urge. 


My chest feels like it’ll crack my nipples are so hard and I 
have an itch deep inside that’s spread out across my whole 
body, tingling and suddenly making me moan again, an 
urgent sound that makes me shudder. 


Eric moves over to me, climbing onto the bed as I lay back 
for him, opening my legs and shivering with excitement as 
his huge hands start to run over me. 


My own hands gravitate towards his cock, catching only the 
tip with one hand and feeling the hot, smooth slickness of it 
before he pulls back, shuddering himself. 


He tsks to himself and in mock warning to me. 


“What I have here,” he whispers coarsely, “is for you and I 
can only put it in one place, a special place.” 


I feel my head nodding eagerly, my whole body starting to 
writhe and my legs wanting to press together and open as 
wide as they can at the same time. 


I thought I could manage a little foreplay, but it’s no use. 


“Eric,” I whimper again, feeling my own hands opening my 
pussy lips, spreading them wide open for him, making him 
growl like a beast as he suddenly looms over me, gripping 
my hips with both hands and pulling me towards him. 


I’m shaking all over, my drenched valley quivering as I feel 
his hands on me, hear his low growl vibrating right through 
me. 


It feels like I’ll burst if he doesn’t do something, if he 
doesn’t put his hard length inside my slippery wet hole 
right this second. 


“Eric!” I gasp, more desperate than ever now, 
“Pleeeaaassee...” 


My ankles are up and over his powerful shoulders in a 
second and I thrust my hips forward as he lifts them higher 
using both his hands on my ass again, my new favorite 
sensation, soon to be replaced with another one. 


His rock hardness is so firm, it’s hard up against my hole all 
on its own and using only his own flexion to keep it tense, I 
can feel it start to move inside me. 


It’s so hot, smooth and hard, but has a give to it that makes 
me purr like a kitten. I want him inside me, but I want this 
now too, nice and slow, teasing me as he slowly stretches 
me so he'll fit. 


“I want to put my seed inside you, Alyson,” he groans. “Our 
future, our family.” 


I’m nodding so hard I’m dizzy, never wanting or needing 
anything so much in my whole life. It’s not a hollow promise 
either, being Eric’s. Iam his body, mind, and soul. 


What he wants, I want and I do want his seed inside me, I 
want us to have a family, to multiply our love all we can. 


“Tell me,” he growls. “Tell me it’s what you want.” And I 
moan a loud answer. 


“Yes, Eric. Yes. Give it to me, I’m yours.” 


My hands find his hardness, and as he gently enters me, I 
tone sounds of relief, pleasure and amazement as I feel all 
of him gradually filling me until we’re locked together. 


Eric holds himself still as I shudder and shake, his huge line 
of heat so far inside me I feel a climax coming almost 
straight away, but he’s shaking his head gently. 


“You'll come when I do. When I say so,” he says firmly, like a 
boss and I feel my whole body relaxing, the pressure 
subsiding just a little and daring me to move as I start to 
grind against his organ which feels a thousand times better 
than I thought it would. 


“I want you to come inside me, Eric,” I moan, gripping the 
backs of his powerful forearms as he starts to stroke slowly 
in and out of me, making me lose myself in a new sensation 
I want to last forever. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


I feel like I’m about to lose all control, she’s so tight. So 
perfect. Just looking at her perfect body makes me want 
to... 


But I know I can’t. I have to save it all for her, for our future 
family. 


Hearing her tell me she wants it, wants what I want. Not 
just this perfect union, but the life, the family that goes with 
it. It’s music to my ears, to my very soul. Not that I had any 
doubts, but I know for sure Alyson and me, we're destined 
to be great together. 


Forever. 


Once I’m fully inside her, it’s like something clicks. Like we 
both feel complete and all the pressure of an unexpected 
finish is suddenly a shared, purely sensual and erotic 
experience with no urgency but plenty of sensation and a 
sense of peace I’ve never known. 


I could come in her any second and she could have her own 
finish, but we both want this to be special and once we get a 
rhythm going, Alyson takes to it like a duck to water. 


Filling her from the front, I can tell she’s experiencing 
things like never before, but she’s also eager for more, and 
the prospect of taking her from behind makes me growl 
with delight. 


The sight of her perfect ass bent over in front of me, her 
twitching pink hole and her smoky voice, begging me to 
fuck her now, to really give it to her is too much. 


Almost too much. I grab her thick hips with both hands and 
flip her around, sucking in a breath as she guides me into 
her, making us both moan with satisfaction as I once again 
feel myself hitting her sweetest spot as soon as I’m all the 
way inside her. 


Alyson likes it a little rough as much as she likes it slow and 
gentle. And in no time, she’s practically barking at me to 
give it to her harder. 


Her ass pounds against my quads as I grip her harder, 
loving the feeling of her slamming against me, the sounds 
she makes with each thrust and most of all, how tight she 
feels against my cock which I know is reaching its time. 


“Alyson,” I warn her, growling but she only grunts in reply, 
kicking up her pace a notch and clamping down on me even 
tighter, making me swear as I run a hand over her ass, 
watching her like poetry in motion. 


Her grunts turn to moans, then quicken further as our 
bodies become a blur, until finally she gasps and I feel my 
balls stiffen, rising up as I grip her harder than ever. 


We’re both silent for a second, the force of the beginning of 
our climax together so great that it leaves us unable to even 


make a sound until it starts to fully wash over us both. 


I finally gasp in disbelief, and we both swear together as 
her whole body rocks and shakes as I feel my release 
pulsing deep inside her. 


Just as I feel my own climax receding, I watch her hands 
grip the sheets and she stiffens all over again, her sweet 
tightness pulsing all over again as she climaxes again and 
again, starting to thrust herself back onto me like a woman 
possessed by the best kind of demon. 


Holding her firmly in my grasp, I growl with satisfaction, 
because that’s what she is now. 


A woman. 


My woman and we’ve only just started the journey of this 
magic between us. 


Still inside her, I lay us both down, spooning her as I draw 
the covers up over us both. 


She trembles with tiny aftershocks of pleasure and her 
breath shudders and sighs as she finally gives in to the 
pleasant exhaustion of someone who’s truly spent. 


I feel the same and even though there’s so much I want to 
tell her, so much more I want to do to her, I also just want to 
hold her. To feel her naked body against mine as we lay 
together, finally together and joined in the best way 
possible. 


My queen crowned, my woman claimed in her palace, her 
life of luxury and happiness starting from now on. 


We doze for a while, and I hear her mock sound of 
disappointment as I eventually slide out of her, making us 
both laugh. 


“Do I have work in the morning?” she asks me, and I have 
to think, almost. 


“T think we can have a little more orientation, maybe for the 
rest of the week. There’s nothing that can’t manage itself at 
the office for that long,” I reason aloud. 


For twenty years, it’s all I’ve done. I’ve never had a day to 
just be me because the whole company is me. 


Now there’s two of us, I can finally make some time for 
what really matters and I want Alyson to be hands on in the 
company as well. 


But not all on her first few days, we have plenty of time for 
that. 


I feel strangely alert all of a sudden, refreshed and renewed 
and extremely hungry too. 


We skipped dinner and I remember how Alyson skipped 
lunch too, a habit I need her to curb, regular eating and 
eating well is what I want to see her do from now on. 


“Medium or well done?” I murmur, planning what I’m 
having out loud. 


“Rare and bloody,” she chimes, and I’m sure I hear her 
smacking her lips. 


“How’d you know I was so hungry?” she asks me and I 
squeeze her tighter. “Who couldn’t be after that?” I remind 
her. 


I lean over to the phone by the bed and order us some 
steaks and vegetables, a choice of gravy and sauces as well 
aS a surprise request for dessert from the restaurant. 
“Surprise me,” I tell the kitchen before hanging up. 


“No dishes, either,” I tell her and she shifts onto her back, 
sighing with contentment. 


“Is this how you live every day?” she asks me, turning to 
meet my gaze. 


“No,” I assure her. “Only since today. Every other day it’s 
just work, work and more work.” 


I frown at the thought. So much time ‘wasted’ but if the end 
result, if my prize is Alyson, it’s been worth every second. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


A lyson 


It feels like Eric wants to stuff me all over again, but this 
time with food. I’ve never seen steaks so big, and cooked 
perfectly, melting in my mouth and making me feel double 
indulgent, eating in bed. Something I’d never normally do. 


He tastes some of mine, then feeds me some of his from his 
fork, it’s all amazing and I have a hard time imagining 
anyone eats like this every meal. 


Reading my thoughts, Eric reflects aloud. 


“T used to go to bed hungry, feel hungry all day and then the 
same again at night some days... a long time ago though,” 
he tells me. 


“Because you worked so hard?” I ask, not quite getting his 
meaning. 


“Because I was so poor!” he exclaims but neither of us 
laugh. “It’s something I remind myself of as much as I can, 
but never to the point of obsessing about it.” 


I almost feel guilty for eating so much, but Eric prods me 
with the blunt end of his fork. 


“See? Guilt isn’t the same as gratitude. You can be grateful 
and still know half the world’s starving and sleep at night.” 


I feel like I have a lot to say about that, it’s a pretty 
challenging statement, but Eric bites down on his and 
encourages me to do the same. 


“T want to see you eating properly, Alyson,” he says firmly. 


“You can do more good, and for more people when you have 
a good diet and a balanced mind.” 


“But what about an unbalanced body?” I ask, feeling my 
size now that I’m so full, secretly wanting more than I’ve 
already had as I eye the platter I know has a dessert 
underneath. 


“Your body belongs to me now,” he says, matter of fact. “It’s 
perfect and I won’t hear you saying otherwise either.” 


I scoff and remind him of the obvious. “Your body is 
perfect... mine’s not.” 


He looks at me intently, taking my hand in his and kissing it. 
“You’re my queen now, and you'll be the mother of our 
children someday. I say it’s perfect because it is.” 


“You always have to have the last word?” I ask and he 
deliberately stays silent, making us both laugh again. 


It feels good to laugh, really laugh with someone. Not 
laughing at someone or something, but just laughing 
because we’re happy. 


Something I don’t honestly think I’ve ever known until 
today, until Eric. 


“I love you Eric,” I hear myself say and his eyes flash to 
mine, his mouth creasing with emotion. 


“T love you more,” he says, and we kiss until the clatter of 
our moving trays interrupts him, reminding him of the 
other great love of my life, even though it’s a pretty distant 
second to Eric. 


Dessert. 
“What do you think it is?” he asks with an air of suspense. 


“T think it’s half mine already,” I tell him, snorting loudly as I 
laugh and then we both laugh extra hard as he lifts the lid. 


“Maybe just a slice,” I recant. A whole, very giant looking 
mud cake is underneath the silver dome and we both agree 
that a slice each is plenty. 


“Why’d they send up so much food?” I ask, wondering if it’s 
because they saw Eric come in with a thick girl, and 
straight away my mind starts playing nasty tricks. Making 
me think Eric’s had a string of girls up here, when I know in 
my heart that he hasn’t. 


“T dunno,” he muses, “but you know what? I’m gonna bring 
it up. Thank you Miss. Bennet. You’ve earned your keep 
today, in more ways than one,” he tells me, feeding me a 
large forkful of the moist and gooey, thick cake which is 
divine. 


After dreaming all night about chocolate cake and of 
course, Eric holding me in his strong arms, the sound of 
running water stirs me semi-awake. 


I need the bathroom, and after a few moments the pleasing 
sound of what I guess is a bath running turns to a pressure 
on my bladder, forcing my eyes open. 


I almost jump with a start when I do open them, but Eric’s 
huge brown eyes so close to mine make me sigh with 
pleasure, then smile instead. 


“Good morning, Beautiful,” he whispers, and pecks my 
nose. 


“Pm running you a bath, which is ready. Ill leave you in 
peace to do what queens do, but Ill be back in a few to join 
you, okay?” 


This is scary good, he even knows when to let a girl do 
what she has to in the morning without making things 
awkward. 


I nod my head, squeaking as I stretch. He watches me from 
the doorway before turning off the faucets, a satisfied growl 
echoing from the huge bathroom joining his bedroom. The 
sweet smell of geranium and what registers as Eric’s 
signature scent hits my nose and I snuggle into the sheets 
with delight, stifling a squeal. 


A whole bath filled with Eric’s scent. I could live in that 
forever. 


Eric comes back to the bed, putting a folded robe next to 
me and runs his eyes over the curves I’m making in his 
bedsheets one more time. 


“TIl be back in a bit,” he says in a husky tone. 


“Where are you going?” I ask, slightly panicked at the 
thought he might be leaving. 


“Just to the kitchen. It’s not always room service, y’know,” 
he says knowingly with a wink. 


I relax instantly, and once he’s kissed me good morning 
again, I watch his perfect frame flexing through his own 
robe as he goes barefoot out into the kitchen, which I guess 
is some distance. This place is huge. 


Like the bedroom, the bathroom is modern, with a very 
large freestanding oval bath, gleaming white with the 
perfect balance of shining black and white tiles with the 
same blues that color the bedroom added here and there. 


The steaming water, the heavenly fragrance make me feel 
like I can actually inhale Eric as well as sink into him as I 
slip into the perfectly just right bath water. 


Whatever fragrance he uses, I’ve already decided it has to 
be pulled from the market. I don’t want anyone else getting 
a whiff of my man, it’s too sexy. 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


I absently check the front door before walking back to the 
kitchen to make breakfast. I’ve never considered my own 
security until now, and it’s only Alyson I care about. 


I’m eighty stories up on a private floor in a hotel I own but 
I’ll only ever feel Alyson’s safe when she’s with me. 


I plan to leave her alone just long enough to get breakfast 
ready, plus everybody needs a little privacy first thing, I’m 
guessing. 


Running my hands down my abs I question the sanity of two 
cheat days in a row, but figure Alyson might not feel up to 
one of my gruesome green concoctions just yet. 


Bacon, eggs and whole wheat toast. A favorite of mine and I 
tell myself I haven’t had it in ages anyway, so it’s a good 
choice. 


I want to keep Alyson full of energy too, we’ll both need our 
strength with the days and nights ahead that I’m already 


planning in my mind, making the front of my robe tent, 
catching on the fridge door as I try to close it. 


It makes me growl hungrily at the thought of her. 


Cocking my head, I can hear distant but light splashing, and 
her sweet voice humming a Satisfied tune, which warms my 
heart more than anything else could. 


Except for her touch which reminds me to hustle with the 
breakfast, something I decide on impulse, can be served in 
the bath. 


Why the fuck not? 


There’s plenty of room in the bath and the large 
workstation that I sometimes use, the polished oak board 
that fits across the bath is a perfect breakfast table. 


Alyson’s eyes are wide with delight, but they’re on me 
mostly. 


“Oh, you didn’t!” she exclaims, clapping her hands softly in 
front of her as she shimmies up the tub. 


“You’re getting in here too, I hope?” she asks and I let my 
robe fall open, showing her my answer as I grin with 
excitement. 


Climbing in the tub behind her, feeling her warm, naked 
body against me as I slide down. My thick hardness already 
twitching, wanting to be inside her all over again. It’s hard 
to focus on breakfast. 


Her moans and smacks of delight are a combination of 
good, simple food and us being so wonderfully close in the 
perfect temperature bath water. 


“Oh...” she starts, licking her fingertips, which I stop her 
from doing, putting them to my mouth instead. “That 


fragrance you wear, whatever’s in the bath? Please tell me 
nobody else has it.” 


I chuckle to myself, sucking her index finger long and hard 
before nibbling her neck. 


“Tt’s a custom fragrance, our perfumer in France creates all 
our scents, but he’s also under contract to make things just 
for me... and for you,” I remind her, kissing her ear and 
feeling my heart soar as she sighs, leaning back into me. 


“T thought we’d go shopping today, not too far though. The 
hotel has a mall. A little plaza of shops,” I muse aloud, 
tracing my hands over her back and slowly working them 
around to her front, groaning as I feel her ample chest 
stiffen in both my hands again. 


Where it belongs. 


“T’d go anywhere you were Eric. Do I need clothes right 
now though?” she asks, and I can feel her body start to 
shiver as I grin wider, feeling my hardness more than ready 
to enter her again. 


It’s more like lunchtime by the time we make our way down 
to the plaza. A morning of satisfying my woman has left us 
both dreamily spent again, and after a quick freshen up in 
the shower, plus an annoying but urgent message from the 
office, I figure we’ll have to venture out. 


“But only for a little bit,” I warn her, wanting her right back 
where she belongs as soon as possible. I’m nowhere near to 
getting my fill of Alyson Bennet, not by a long shot and I 
want her all to myself, now more than ever. 


I’ve never been shopping for women’s clothes, and the 
plaza store owners are more than happy to see me in their 
stores, grateful for photo ops and pumping my hand as I let 
them know my new business associate needs some new 
outfits. 


A personal visit from Eric Chambers is always good 
publicity, and I’m mindful not to stay out in the open for too 
long either for that same reason, or to reveal just yet who 
Alyson Bennet really is. 


That will be common knowledge soon enough. 


The more public appearances I used to make, the more 
crowds, which meant media and security. 


I enjoy using the media to my advantage, but not being at 
its mercy when I step outside. 


The store owners are wise to this though, and keep it 
discreet, one even closing the store while Alyson looks 
around, choosing what she wants. 


I only advise her on her choices when she starts to fish for 
price tags. 


“They don’t have prices on them, sweetheart, like the 
restaurant. It’s just how it is,” I remind her quietly, giving 
her a gentle squeeze from behind, letting her know not to 
worry about that crazy thing called money. 


We have plenty. 


Time flies and I have to sit down, the view of my girl in a 
variety of outfits, even some lingerie she flashes from the 
changing room doors, makes me so hard I have to avoid 
scandal by being seen in a dress shop with a raging hard 
on, precome saturating the front of my pants. 


I use my jacket to cover myself, keeping it folded over my 
lap, counting the seconds until I can have her again. 


“Which is madam to choose today?” the store owner 
gushes, a selection of maybe a dozen outfits and lingerie 
with matching shoes and jewelry. 


Alyson looks embarrassed, awkward and like a fish out of 
water. 


“All of them, of course,” I state, standing up suddenly and 
coming to her rescue, holding her elbows from behind, 
guiding her to the exit. 


“Have them sent up to my suite, charged to Chambers,” I 
call out cheerfully, and I guide Alyson to the nearest nook, 
just out of plain sight so I can kiss her deeply, my hands 
ravishing her through an outfit she still has on. 


But not for much longer. 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


A lyson 


I’ve never seen so many beautiful clothes. Never known 
anything to feel so good and actually fit. 


Eduardo, the tailor assures me in between changes that, 
“Not all our clients are size six and we have a good range 
for classically beautiful shapes, which you are darling!” he 
gushes. 


I feel flattered and can tell that Eric feels safe letting 
Eduardo so close to me, he doesn’t pose a threat, only 
sound fashion advice. He’s a sweetheart, though a little too 
interested in my man, but he keeps it professional. 


Wanting to feed me again, I wonder if Eric isn’t trying to 
fatten me up. 


“I really shouldn’t,” I protest when he asks me what we 
should have for lunch. 


“What? You shouldn’t eat, to sustain life... to create a life?” 
he asks, looking down at my belly, and I see his eyes take on 


a special, proud look. Like he can see the future or 
something. 


As if on cue, and totally betraying me, my belly rumbles 
loudly and Eric slaps his thigh. 


“Ha. It’s settled. But something simple, yeah? I think I was 
maybe trying too hard with Angelo’s yesterday, even though 
I practically live there,” Eric observes. 


“Angelo’s was fine,” I chime in, not wanting to sound picky, 
or like I’m trying to control Eric. He can lead the way if this 
magic carpet ride keeps going the way it is, just perfect. 


Lunch is even better than the day before and Eric catches 
me being paranoid about getting anything on my new 
clothes. 


“TIl have you out of them soon enough,” he informs me, 
“and you can have fresh outfits with every meal if you want, 
you’re worth it, Alyson. I mean it.” 


His voice gets lower and his face serious as he finishes what 
he’s saying. 


It’s another one of those moments where the whole room, 
then the whole world just disappears and it’s just me and 
Eric, alone together again. 


I love it when he focuses on me like this, I love him and I 
mouth the words so he doesn’t feel embarrassed. 


“I love you more,” he reminds me, kissing my hand and 
smiling over to a couple who gasp. 


The great Eric Chambers, spotted in public, kissing a fat 
girl. 


I can just read the imaginary headlines already, and can’t 
seem to shake the habit of putting a negative spin on things 


still. Always putting myself down, but slowly figuring out 
that I have a choice whether I do that or not. 


I do know that Eric only has eyes for me and we enjoy our 
lunch until I feel confident enough to pinpoint what’s really 
bugging me. 


“When are you going to give me some actual work, Eric?” I 
ask, not being playful either. I love being treated like a 
queen, but I don’t expect a free ride. Not by a long shot. I 
can see how hard Eric’s worked to get to where he is and I 
don’t want him thinking I’m not genuine about wanting 
actual work to do as well. 


He frowns for a moment, wiping his mouth then smiling. 


“I told you last night, you already did. I have a memo 
drafted to put to the board. The amount of materials 
purchased versus the amount of waste after sales. It’s 
probably the one major report I’ve never seen an audit for 
from most departments, especially the hospitality ones.” 


His look tells me I need more convincing. 


“In time, you'll learn to delegate, Alyson,” he says calmly, 
putting his huge hand over mine. 


“Hard work isn’t always about doing everything yourself, 
and all those people who do the running around? They get 
paid well to do it.” 


It does make me feel better, but not much. 


“That cake for example, from last night,” he continues. “Say 
what was left over, what we didn’t eat times that by a 
hundred thousand, or even a million. That’s how much you 
might’ve just saved Chambers Inc. It’s something we have 
to look into, as well as how we manage waste. It’s common 
sense, not just big business.” 


I feel my heart swell with pride, with love for him again. 
He’s such a great man, and open to everything. 


“Your ideas, your observations are going to be critical. I’m 
going to have your paperwork drawn up today, too. Make 
everything official,” he says, sounding more like a boss but 
softening his tone as he registers my own look. 


“Tt’s alright, Alyson. There’s a ‘you can screw the boss’ 
clause in there somewhere, Illl make sure of it,” he says 
winking, and I’m left unsure if he’s kidding or not. 


With Eric Chambers, anything’s possible. 


“I do most things remotely, even from the restaurant, 
Alyson,” he says, and spends a few minutes showing me 
how he sends memos to various departments, getting major 
things done without having to be anywhere he doesn’t want 
to be. 


“Hiring and firing,” he muses, his voice getting low again. “I 
thought I could leave that up to others, but since yesterday, 
almost losing you before I even got you all to myself? That’s 
an area we need to focus on, big time.” 


Eric relays his version of events, and I flush hard as he tells 
me how close it came to me walking out and never being a 
part of his life. 


“It meant that much?” I ask him, trying not to sound 
emotional. 


“It means everything to me, Alyson,” he says intensely, “ you 
are everything to me.” 


I feel his hand over mine again, and he squeezes it hard. 


“T don’t know how my day would’ve gone if you hadn’t come 
down to get me,” I murmur. 


His face falls fora moment, he looks ashen. 


“Don’t even think about it,” he says firmly and with a shake 
of his head, he’s dismissed the alternate universe where we 
never met and we both gaze into each other’s eyes, so 
happy that we’re in the right place now. 


Me and Eric. 
Eric and me. 


Always. 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


The first memo I send involves the purchase order for her 
building. I want all available property at the address to be 
in her name, keeping her apartment hers and guaranteeing 
her neighbors have a good landlord as well as something of 
her own to start with from day one. 


She’s gonna go far in this life, but a little nudge with some 
equity behind it never hurt anybody either. 


The building I grew up in, right down the street from her, it 
was one of the first things I bought myself. I leveled it, 
making up for the impact it had on me, but I hope Alyson’s 
place holds fonder memories for her. I hope it reminds her 
of how we met, where we first kissed. 


“I gotta go to the little boys room,” I let her know, scanning 
the last of my memos as I put my phone away, standing up. 
“You alright here for a minute?” 


She nods, biting her lip as her eyes stray to bulge the in my 
pants. 


“T think you mean the big boy’s room,” she purrs, and I feel 
my dick thicken, my heart racing again at the sight of her 
getting off on looking at me. 


“Dammit woman,” I say. “I just need to use the restroom. I'll 
be right back.” 


Smiling to each other before I turn to go, I notice Timothy 
Sloane at the other end of the restaurant, quickly hiding his 
face with a menu as his eyes almost meet mine. 


I glance at my watch, it is lunch. But Sloane at Angelo’s? On 
his salary, and the restaurant booked solid for months? 


I file it away for further consideration, noting the blond at 
the same table, whose face I can’t see but whose hair looks 
familiar. 


I pause at the bar, making sure the barman keeps an eye on 
Alyson while I step out. I can trust him, I know that much. 


You can’t keep her wrapped in cotton wool Eric. 


It’s called protecting the woman I love, not keeping her 
prisoner. I need to make sure she’s safe at all times, that’s 
all. Angelo’s, like my hotel suite is safe enough. But it’s still 
so new to me, I don’t want her out of my sights for even a 
second. 


If I could take her to the bathroom with me, I would. 
Actually... I think she’d be more than happy to hold it while 
I go, but that would only lead to... 


My phone pings while I wash my hands, and it takes a 
minute before I can check it. My mind already racing, 
hoping that Alyson is still safe, that nobody’s bothering her. 


I need to learn to hold it better I won’t leave her alone 
again. It’s not right. 


I hurry to get a clear view of her again, she’s fine. I think. 
She has a strange look on her face, but at this distance I 
could be wrong. 


I give her a wave as I dial a return call, she waves back but 
seems a little distant. 


Or maybe I really do need glasses. 


I’ve brushed off my Chairman, Dave Cowper a couple of 
times in the past twenty-four hours, I figure I should touch 
base, keep him up to speed. He picks up straight away, 
expecting my call. 


“I think we need to have an urgent meeting, Mr. 
Chambers... some of the board, myself included feel...” 


He’s whining. 


But the way a fat cat millionaire whines. He wants things to 
go his own way, so does every member of the board. They’re 
always looking for that way in to try and push me out, even 
from my own company. 


It’s pathetic, but it's how these people operate. It’s all they 
know. I still get regular vote requests to sell the whole 
operation, or split it up. For me to resign and be bought off 
like some moron. 


It’s why I retain absolute control of the whole company. If 
these guys had their way, it wouldn’t be the same company, 
products or people I worked so hard to create. 


So why don’t I just scrap the board and start over? 


That's where Alyson’s gonna come in real useful, I can just 
tell. 


By the time I regain focus, after having got closer and 
started watching Alyson again, imagining her without that 


new outfit on, sitting on my face instead of that chair, I can 
hear Cowper in my ear. 


“...Did you hear me, Mr. Chambers? It’s potentially 
scandalous, we need to have your personal assurances that 
this new... woman has no bearing on the proposed direction 
for Chambers Inc.” 


Apparently I didn’t hear him, but I am salivating at the 
thought, the memory of Alyson in my mouth. 


“Wait a minute?” I ask, hearing the edge of aggression in 
my voice, “You want to hold a meeting with the board to 
discuss...?” I leave the question open for him to repeat 
himself. 


“The young woman you hired yesterday, after demoting a 
long serving executive of twenty-five years and firing a 
perfectly qualified receptionist of five!” he barks, then 
starts to backpedal as soon as he picks up on my silence. 


I thought it might take them a little longer before they got 
their knives out, but rumors and gossip, plans and schemes 
to topple people like me grow faster than anything I can act 
on myself in just one day. 


Like finding and falling in love with the woman of my 
dreams. 


“This is not boardroom material, Dave. If you’ve got a flea in 
your ear, then out with it. Don’t waste my time with a-” 


But he cuts me off. 


“T’ve watched you build this company, Eric. I respect you 
and will back you one hundred percent on most things but 
taking up with a... with some girl It’s the kind of behavior 
that could see confidence in your position-” 


It’s my turn to interrupt. My voice low and snarling now. 


“TIl see you at your meeting Dave, keep the door open too. 
There’ll be a few more folks going home early, for good too I 
think.” 


He gulps and then huffs. I can picture his fish mouth 
popping open and closing, finally speechless for once as I 
hang up, trying not to let my anger show as I get back to 
Alyson. 


“Everything alright?” I ask her, but her eyes don’t tell the 
same story as her mouth. 


“Fine,” she says, straining a smile. “Can we go though? I 
have a headache.” 


“Sure,” I tell her, looking back at the barman, who shrugs. 
My eyes burning into him, demanding a reason for Alyson 
being anything less than happy, but he looks as bewildered 
as Iam about it. 


“What happened, baby?” I ask her, lifting her up from her 
chair with my hand. 


“Nothing,” she lies. “I just have a headache. I actually think 
I might go home if you don’t mind.” 


I’m still holding her hand, but I can feel she wants to move 
away from me, sending a splintering pain shooting into the 
center of my chest. 


“Alyson,” I demand, and her eyes meet mine, brimming with 
tears. 


“Tell me your mine, you said Eric. I actually believed I was 
the only one.” 


I’m struck dumb for a second, not wanting to believe what 
I’m hearing and before I know it, she’s broken free of my 
grip and run out of the restaurant. 


I look over to where Sloane was. 
His chair empty, the one where the blond sat empty too. 
Gone. 


I smell a huge, scheming rat. 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


A lyson 


I know it couldn’t be true. 
In my heart I know it isn’t true. 


It’s just the effect people like her have on me. They always 
have and I’m almost frightened that they always will. 


Eric looks mad when he comes back from the men’s room 
and he’s been on the phone. My own imagination telling me 
the worst, especially after what that bitch just told me. 


Not long after Eric left, I watched him walk out of the 
dining room and turn left, a familiar face planted itself right 
in front of me, those cold eyes narrowed with spite. 


Cynthia, the same receptionist who made sure I didn’t get a 
chance with Chambers Inc. and then got fired once Eric 
found out. 


“What are you doing here?” I ask her, surprised a secretary 
would be in a place that’s booked out for months, filled with 
all the one percenters. 


She huffs, her voice is pure venom, but she keeps it low 
enough and her distance, so as not to arouse suspicion. 


“You think you’re so clever, don’t you?” she hisses, and I feel 
a pang of fear, every run in with the cheerleaders, pretty 
blondes but nasty types from college come flooding back in 
an instant. 


I wish Eric was here. 


“You’re not the first, you stupid fat pig, and you won't be his 
last. He does this every few weeks, for kicks. Picks a new 
hopeless case. Hires them, fucks them and then fires them a 
few weeks later.” 


I feel like someone’s put a knife in my belly. A hot, searing 
pain travels up into my heart. 


“No,” I whimper. “No, that’s just not true! Eric would 
never.” 


But her cruel laughter cuts me short and she leans in close, 
her cold eyes only an inch from mine. 


“Did he make you promise to be his? Did he make you Say it 
before he fucked you?” 


A horrified gasp escapes me and I feel stupid for letting her 
know she’s hit her mark. 


She mutters something horrible, but I only catch the word 
that’s hurt me since I can remember fat. 


My mind is reeling and my emotions are haywire, but I 
know it’s not true. 


I know Eric would never even think anything like that, let 
alone do it. 


He’s too busy to chase tail, it’s not even his style. Eric 
Chambers is a real man and I do believe him when he tells 


me I’m his. 
I just know it. 


But that bitch has planted the tiniest seed, the slightest 
kernel of doubt in my mind that’s already grappling with 
the idea that someone like Eric would even be interested in 
me, let alone- 


“Everything alright?” he asks me, and I hear myself making 
silly excuses, even saying I want to go home. 


I can see straight away that Eric is concerned, that he 
knows something’s happened. 


But I can’t help it. 


I know he’s the one. I know he’d never use me like that, but 
something makes me feel so overwhelmed, so out of place 
as that word echoes in my mind, that before I know it I’m 
running from the restaurant, up and out towards the plaza 
of shops where we were earlier, trying to find a way out. 


I don’t get far. 


New outfit, plus way too much to eat and then a stitch sees 
me collapsing onto a bench, right in the same little nook 
Eric kissed me so hard in just a little while ago. 


What the hell’s wrong with me? Am I gonna believe 
everything some bimbo who just got fired tells me? Get a 
grip Alyson, Eric loves you, he told you so! 


I huff back those tears that want to come, and reason there 
must be some other explanation. That cow Cynthia just 
happened to be at a restaurant like that, the day after she 
was fired, then telling me Eric is a player? 


None of it adds up. 


I see I’ve let the past, my college taunts and childhood 
bullies all loose in my mind once again. 


It’s a tough habit to break, but years of being told your slow, 
clumsy, fat and ugly do take their toll whether I like it or 
not. 


I decide to sit quietly for a minute, long enough to dry my 
eyes, then I’ll go find Eric again. 


Tell him I’m sorry for acting so weird. 


I’m just about to head back, when I hear the familiar, nasal 
twang of Cynthia’s voice, and a man’s voice. 


Ducking lower behind the huge potted plant by the bench, I 
peer out. 


It’s Cynthia, and that man from Human Resources, Sloane. 


They seem pretty friendly all of a sudden and once I hear 
the beginnings of their conversation, I feel even more 
stupid. 


Sorry Eric. I’m sorry I even doubted you for a second. But 
I’m not gonna miss the chance to make it right. 


I quietly slip my phone out, and use the voice recording app 
to try and record what they’re saying. 


I have no idea if it’ll work, but the bars are moving up and 
down in time with them speaking, so I guess it is, 


I can hardly believe what I’m hearing, and I resolve to get 
back to Eric as soon as I can with this. 


He needs to know, and I owe him more than an apology. 
Oh, Eric... don’t be mad. 


I'll explain everything, I promise. 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


Before I even get to the barman, his hands are up in 
surrender. 


“Mr. Chambers, she was all alone, there was just those few 
seconds that woman stopped to talk to her, I swear!” 


I have my hands out, ready to grab him by the throat, but I 
can join the dots. 


“Blond? Like a mess?” I ask, and he nods his head. 


I growl and give him a stiff nod before taking off after 
Alyson, 


“Alright, at least now I know who l’m up against,” I snarl out 
loud before I rush out into the plaza, trying to think where 
she might have gone, which way would she run if she was 
so upset? 


Whatever she told you, Alyson, it’s a lie! I hope you can see 
that. I know you must... 


The whole building’s so vast, and I never run aimlessly 
without a clear direction or goal in mind. 


It turns my stomach to turn back, but I spin on my heel, 
heading straight for the security office on the same level, 
having someone bring up footage from just a few minutes 
ago. 


In seconds I can see which way she’s gone, and who else 
was going in the same direction. 


I jog to the spot. The little nook where I kissed her not long 
ago, and thank god I run straight into her, my arms 
wrapping around her straight away, her wet mouth on mine 
instantly, pressing hard as I grip her tighter than ever. 


“Pm sorry, Eric,” she gasps, but I’m not done kissing her 
yet. I won’t ever let anyone upset her ever again, and I'll 
never let her out of my sight, not even for a minute, I make 
a solemn vow to myself. 


She’s clutching her phone, trembling all over and I can tell 
she’s been crying. 


“Whatever it is,” I tell her. “Just know I love you. That 
everything between us is real and I’d give up all of this if it 
meant having you by my side. The thought of losing you.” 


My voice breaks with emotion, but I reel it in, and after 
kissing her again, so hard I’m almost scared Ill hurt her, I 
see the mischievous glint in her eyes. 


“What is it, baby? What’s happened? Tell me,” I demand. 


“T can do better than tell you Eric,” she says, holding up her 
phone. 


“I know you love me, and I love you. I just... I dunno, I 
flipped when someone reminded me of my past, made me 


doubt myself for a second,” she says, the gleam in her eye 
getting brighter as she tilts her phone in front of me. 


“What is it?” I ask her one last time. I hate surprises, unless 
I’m the one delivering them. 


And after a few moments, listening to what she’s recorded 
just now, plus what I know I can prove, where a certain two 
people were standing right when the recording was made. 


I feel a glint in my own eye. The thrill of a new kind of 
excitement. 


Justice. Served piping hot. 


“How'd you like to sit in on your first ever board meeting?” 
I ask her, and grin when she nods a firm yes without even 
giving it a second thought. 


“Did you really believe her?” I ask Alyson, getting in just 
one more hug and kiss before we get to the boardroom’s 
floor. 


“No. Like I said, it just threw me. She was pretty convincing 
though.” 


I growl in agreement. “Yeah, a nasty piece of work, and I 
thought firing her was enough.” 


“Well, you have a case now,” she chimes, and I know I do. 
More than enough for the board to chew on for a while, and 
plenty of live ammunition for my pending unfair dismissal 
case too. 


Fashionably late, I’m always the last in on any board 
meeting and today’s is no exception. 


The huge black doors are closed and before we go in, 
Alyson straightens the back of her skirt as I ask her quietly, 
“What did you say? When you gave your resume to that 
creature?” 


She looks puzzled for a moment, then stifles a laugh as she 
remembers. “Oh... Something about being the next big 
thing at Chambers Inc.” She smirks and I feel that swell of 
pride again. 


“T think you might be onto something there, Alyson. You 
might just be onto something...” 


I give her a quick kiss before swinging both huge doors 
wide open, letting her go in first before I close them behind 
us both again, leading her by the small of her back up to the 
head of the board room table, where I’ve made 
arrangements for our two seats to be set side by side. 


Nobody’s saying anything, as is customary before I sit 
down, but the air is thin and the mood pensive. Tense. 


I want more than anything to take Alyson’s hand, but 
something in me says no, let her take this in her own way, 
on her own merits. 


I know she can do it. 
I just know she can. 
The meeting’s brought to order and I jump straight in. 


“Gentlemen, I’m not going to beat around the bush,” I start 
out, noting that my chairman, Dave Cowper is scowling, 
crimson as his eyes travel up and down Alyson, who’s 
technically sitting in his place. 


“I’m sure you all have heard about Alyson joining Chambers 
this past few days, and I’m sad to have to bring it up as a 
point of order, but our Chairman, and no doubt, all of you 


have been under the impression my motives for bringing 
her in are... shall we say... questionable.” 


There’s a murmur around the table, heads bobbing and I 
can tell already they’re out for blood before any of them 
have even spoken. 


My hand’s up, which brings the room to order again, and I 
know it’s going to put Alyson on the spot a bit, throw her in 
the deep end, but I know she’ll manage. 


Like she said, she’s the next big thing at Chambers Inc. So I 
decide to let her prove that for herself. 


CHAPTER NINETEEN 


A lyson 


It’s intimidating, to say the least. And being in on a board 
meeting of Chambers Inc. On my first official day at work, if 
that’s what today really is, is the last place I thought I'd be. 


I have something useful for Eric though, so I feel like I’ve 
earned my keep again, as he’d put it. But I’m suddenly 
rattled, terrified when he announces that I’m going to 
present the board with the findings of my recent ‘covert 
investigation’ into executive protocols, procedure and 
practices here at Chambers Inc. 


I don’t even know what that means, and my gaping mouth 
tells Eric, and the whole boardroom so too. 


He leans in close, whispering only loud enough for me to 
hear. 


“Just tell them about what happened when you applied for 
the job, then play the taped conversation. I’ll pick up the 
rear. You got this,” he tells me and I can almost feel his 
huge arms around me, supporting me all the way as I stand 


up, shaking inside but pleasantly surprised when I hear the 
power in my own voice. 


“I came to Chambers Inc. promoting myself as a college 
graduate seeking employment. I have relevant skills for a 
range of intern and entry level positions.” 


I feel myself faltering a little, but I have everyone’s 
attention so far, Eric giving me a solid, slow nod, reminding 
me to take my time and to tell the truth. 


“What I didn’t expect to find was fraud, prejudice and 
criminal corruption of the highest order,” I hear myself 
saying. I think it’s a line from a movie I saw but it sounds 
good, like it fits, so I roll with it. 


The whole room erupts with each board member shouting 
protests, forgetting where they are and bellowing for the 
instant removal of Eric from the board, calling for a 
unanimous vote of no confidence for him as CEO of the 
company. 


I feel myself getting overwhelmed again, wanting to run 
away, but one look at Eric makes me stand my ground. 


The grin on his face reminds me that he’s the boss still and 
we have some pretty damning evidence to back up what I’m 
saying. 

He lets them all shout and ballyhoo for a few minutes, 
eventually signaling me to just play the recording I made. 


I take my phone out and set it on the wide, gleaming walnut 
table in front of me, noticing my hands are shaking again, 
but determined to see this through. 


Eric calls for quiet, and I’m allowed to say a little more 
before I play the recording. 


“What you’re about to hear is a taped conversation between 
the head of Human Resources, Timothy Sloane, and the 
receptionist who was dismissed yesterday after it was 
revealed she broke company procedure and her 
employment agreement by behaving in a prejudiced 
manner towards myself.” 


There’s a few looks of ‘so what’ but Eric urges me to go on, 
and I remember what he said about him bringing up the 
rear. 


“Did you tell her? Did she fall for it?” 


“Yeah, I told her. Said Chambers has a rotating roster of fat 
nobodies that he uses than throws away. I don’t think she 
bought it though.” 


“Well, she’d better have bought it. I want that fucker, Eric 
Chambers to go down, and hard. I want our little plan for 
your unfair dismissal case to be the start of a long 
campaign to ruin him.” 


“Will it work though? I mean, twenty-five million for being 
fired?” 


“It’s the settlement we're after. Chambers won’t want the 
publicity, he’ll pay twice that just to have all this go away, 
but it won’t just go away... because even when he pays, 
we'll be there, demanding more. This is it, honey! The one 
scheme that not only sets me free from Chambers, but sets 
us up for life!” 


Eric motions for me to pause playing, then he stands up. 


“Not just an admission of intent to defraud Chambers Inc. A 
plot to personally blackmail me as well.” 


Someone from the end of the table moves suddenly, bolting 
for the door, which is suddenly filled with security and a line 


of police behind them. 


“It took some doing, gentlemen,” Eric continues. “But we 
managed to convince the authorities to act on this straight 
away, and in time for our meeting, before anyone else 
involved could alert those implicated.” 


There’s a groan or two, but most of the board members are 
leaning forward, shaking their heads in disbelief. 


Eric eyeballs each one of them, the guilty already showing 
their true colors with their faces. 


“Tt’s not the only rottenness in this place,” he snarls. “And 
starting today, with Alyson by my side, we’re going to root 
out all of it, starting right from the top and working our way 
down to the mailroom.” 


The board starts to murmur again, and Eric’s hand goes up. 


“There’s plenty more in that short conversation, implicating 
some in this room, and many in this building. All I can say is 
this much, I’m disappointed on the one hand, but grateful to 
Alyson on the other for bringing all this to the surface.” 


He takes my hand, and I stand up, but nobody seems very 
excited except for Eric. 


“For that reason, I’m announcing the appointment of Alyson 
Bennet as our first, and joint Chairperson of Chambers Inc. 
as well as joint majority shareholder no votes required, the 
deciding voters are about to be arrested for a string of 
white collar crimes.” 


“This is outrageous!” Cowper cries out, turning purple and 
shaking his fists. 


The security team wants to move in, the police eager to 
make their arrests, but something tells me Eric’s only just 
started to upset the apple cart. 


“You can’t just announce a new majority shareholder... not 
unless...” The chairman gasps, all the color draining from 
his face. 


I feel my own face grow puzzled. I have no idea what Eric’s 
talking about now. I thought we had the receptionist and 
Human Resources guy down for fraud, trying to scam the 
company for unfair dismissal, but I never thought I was 
going to be... 


“I can have a new joint majority shareholder,” Eric says 
loudly, his booming voice making the whole room hush as he 
brings my hand to his lips and kisses it. 


“Tf she’ll only agree to be my wife. If she marries me,” he 
says, and I feel my knees go weak as it registers what he 
really means, then feel him catching me. His face an inch 
from mine. 


“Say yes, darling. Say you’ll be mine forever. Marry me.” 


“Yes!” I hear myself breathe huskily. “With all my heart, 


n 


yes. 


And the room erupts again, but this time it's cheers. Cheers 
for the lucky bridegroom and cheers for his blushing bride 
to be. 


EPILOGUE 


ONE YEAR LATER 


“So, let me get this straight,” she asks, rolling over as we 
both pant loudly from our second, or is it third time tonight? 


I roll my eyes, then smile. Always wondering how Alyson 
manages to be fully focused when I make love to her, but 
still managing to mull over a hundred things while we do it. 


It’s why I hired her, I guess. 


Why I love her so much. She’s the perfect multitasker as 
well as the sexiest woman alive. 


“You never even knew anything fishy was going on in your 
whole organization? Not until I came along?” she asks, and 
I can see the smile already playing at the corners of her 
mouth. 


She likes to remind me every chance she gets, and I never 
get tired of it. I owe her everything because of it. 


“None,” I tell her. “Without you coming along, I would’ve 
been broke in a year, probably sooner, the whole company 
stolen out from under me,” I tell her, in half-truth. 


Okay, complete truth. The federal investigation that was 
apparently in the works, catapulted by the evidence of her 
recording was what set the ball rolling for a lot of bad 
people to be removed from my business. 


Our business. 


“Ha!” she exclaims and hooks her arms around me, and I 
pull her over to me, kissing her as I roll over on top of her 
again. 


“Again!” she exclaims. My hardness pressing up against her, 
ready to keep going whenever she is. 


“Tt is our wedding night,” I reason, but truth be told, once I 
get hard around Alyson, it’s usually an all-day or all-night 
affair until things finally simmer down. 


It’s taken a while longer than I wanted, but I put a ring on 
Alyson’s finger as soon as we were both free enough to take 
a break. 


Neither of us have any family to speak of and Alyson was 
positive she only wanted one thing: me. But she did want to 
spend some months setting herself up in her new position 
at work. 


She loves her job and I have a hard time coping sometimes, 
trying to keep as much of her to myself as I can, but she’s 
learned to delegate and we always make time for our own 
private meetings, sometimes all day affairs. 


“I don’t need or even want a big ceremony, Eric. Just make 
it official, and for god’s sake don’t put all that money in my 
name!” she said. 


But I did. I have. 


The legal department screamed prenup and half the board 
threatened to resign, the other half wanted to double down 


on their shareholdings, wanting more of a stake in the 
company over salary once they saw the vision Alyson had. 
Once they cottoned on to just how brilliant she is. 


I’ve said it before and Il say it again. I’d give it all up if it 
meant I could be with her. Business be damned, because my 
life’s nothing without Alyson. 


Our life. 
The life we’re making together now. 


I was originally planning for the building she lived in to be 
her wedding present, but once I saw how clever she was, 
how much I actually needed her. I gave her what’s rightfully 
hers, half of everything. 


Our life’s perfect, except for the one thing I know I can’t 
rush. 


The one thing I secretly wish we’d both be blessed with, but 
hasn’t come yet. 


Our own family. 


After dozing for a bit, I lay in the gray, predawn light, 
thinking about our future family. I reach out for Alyson and 
frown when she’s not there next to me. 


As much as I dislike travel, Alyson loves it, so Italy was her 
choice for our honeymoon and I willingly went along with it. 
Even the ramshackle, prehistoric villa we rented, I think 
she bought to stay in, overlooking an equally ancient village 
with its own courtyard and fountain. 


It has a draft, ancient walls and uneven wooden floors and 
poor plumbing, but Alyson loves the place. 


“It has charm, darling.” 


“Tt has mice,” I remember telling her. 


The memory makes me smile but I suddenly sit up, cocking 
my ear, then bolting out of bed when I hear Alyson crying, 
her soft sobs reaching me from the other end of the room. 


From the bathroom. 


My feet slide across the floor as I use my arms to grip the 
doorway, stopping myself. 


My heart in my throat, until I see the blue pregnancy test in 
her hands, and realize her tears are tears of joy. 


“Baby? What is it! Tell me you’re alright.” 


“We’re gonna have a baby,” she cries, and I feel the first 
real tear I’ve cried since I was a boy trickle down my own 
cheek as I rush over to hold her. 


Vowing to protect her even more from this moment on. 


“Our precious cargo,” I whisper, putting my hand over hers 
as she rubs her belly and I kiss her forehead. 


“T love you, Alyson Chambers,” I tell her, both of us weeping 
for joy now. 


“And I love you, Eric Chambers,” 
“Do we have any baby names yet?” I ask, making her frown. 
“Tt’s been less than a minute, Eric.” 


I open my mouth, she’s right. “But as long as it’s not 
Cynthia,” I offer, making her smile, then we both laugh. 


“Or Timothy... Ew!” she calls out loud and I hug her close 
again, tight as I dare, whispering the one thing I can never 
tell her enough, the one thing I want etched in the hearts 
and mind of her and our children, forever. 


I love you. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


THREE YEARS LATER - VALENCIA, ITALY 


A lyson 


“Mommy! Daddy!” 


“Tt’s your turn,” I remind Eric, who looks up from between 
my legs, blowing out a short breath. 


“TIl keep it warm,” I promise him. 


He kisses my mound softly, and I shiver, watching him get 
out of bed, making himself decent with his robe before he 
stretches and yawns, his bare feet sliding on the wooden 
floor as he makes his way down to the kids room. 


a Momm-” 


“Alright!” he calls out, and the twins go quiet once they 
realize they’ve summoned their father. 


I hear his low, thundering voice echo through the hall, then 
some thumping, followed by the high pitched squeals of 
children giggling and laughing out of control. 


“It’s late. You’re supposed to be sick,” I call out, trying to 
block out the sound with my pillow, kidding myself that I 


don’t want to go down and see what he’s up to with them 
this time. 


But I do. 
I want my babies, and I want my man. 


Sighing with resignation, deciding we might all be sleeping 
in the same bed again, making that what? Two nights in a 
row I’ve missed out? 


It’s alright. I know Eric will more than make it up to me, 
and for now, it’s important to keep the kids as happy and 
comfy as they can be. 


Having a cold is no fun at all. 


I sneeze half way down the hall, then feel my head pound. I 
sniff and then groan, the reality of it hitting me at the same 
moment I hear Eric sneezing too. 


The kid’s laughter only getting louder, making my head 
ache just that little bit harder. 


Getting to the door of the kid’s room, I can see Eric has 
already turned their beds into a fort, with all their bedding 
as the cover. 


He’s underneath, with both of them sitting on his huge 
chest, Joseph holding a little flashlight and Megan holding 
one of their storybooks. 


“Daddy’s reading story,” they both chime in unison, looking 
like two perfect little angels. 


Looking anything but sick and worse than that, looking 
wide awake. 


“Oooh. You look like crap, honey,” Eric says out loud, smiling 
before Megan covers his mouth. 


“No say bad words, daddy,” she tells him firmly. 


I catch a glimpse of myself in their mirror. My eyes are 
redder than they should be this time of night, and so is my 
nose. My whole body aches and my head. 


“T think I have what they had, have... whatever,” I suggest, 
and Eric covers his mouth as he sneezes again. 


“T think we all do,” he observes and nods wearily as I start 
to list my own symptoms. 


“Alright, sweetheart, you’re making my head hurt,” Eric 
tells me, looking as bad as I feel by the second. 


It’s about how quickly we noticed it in the little one’s but 
the doctor assured us it’s just a common cold and will pass 
in a few days, recommending we just stay put and keep our 
fluids up. 


As tired and sick as Eric and I start feeling, the two kids 
seem to be getting more energetic, more well by the 
second. 


“Great,” I moan sarcastically, “it’s a miracle, they’re getting 
better.” 


“TIl call the nanny,” Eric offers. 


“Oh no you won't!” I call out, watching Joseph tottering off 
to his closet and Megan curling up in a blanket instead, 
both losing interest in the story and both looking like 
they’re nowhere near going back to sleep. 


“One, it’s too late to call. And two...” I start to tell Eric, but 
lose my train of thought. 


“Oh my god! What’s wrong with me? I never get sick, this is 
terrible.” 


Little Joseph reappears from his closet, dressed in his 
doctor’s outfit. The one we got him for his birthday, it has a 
little stethoscope and thermometer, the whole bit. 


“Down mommy, daddy, ” He tells us both. “Doctor look at 
you.” 


I look to Eric, who’s already stretched out, ready for his 
exam. His eyes meet mine as he shrugs, laughing to himself. 


“What are you waiting for, this is free health care and this 
kid just cured himself, I’m having what he had!” he 
exclaims, and although it hurts, I laugh out loud and get 
down on all fours, climbing into their little fort, snuggling 
up next to Eric as Dr. Joseph casts his eye over us both. 


“Thick,” he proclaims, after a thorough sweeping of his 
oversized plastic thermometer and a quick listen of daddy’s 
chest. 


“You stay here, we look after you,” he announces, grinning. 


“Sounds good to me,” Eric murmurs, closing his eyes and 
drawing a blanket up over us both. 


I’m not sure if he’s really that tired or just pretending for 
the kids, but I gladly burrow into him a bit deeper, feeling 
my eyes grow heavy with the sounds of Megan and Joseph 
as they work medical miracles, turning their room upside- 
down as their dad and I get a little much needed sleep in 
between thinking about how we'll fare dealing with two 
little monsters if both of us are under the weather for a few 
days. 


“Are you awake?” I ask, Eric, and he makes a single sound 
that tells me he is, barely. 


“We caught what they had,” I tell him, stating the obvious. 


“Uh huh,” he groans, “came on like a son of a bitch,” he 
murmurs. 


“Daddy!” cries Megan. “No bad words,” and I feel Eric 
putting his hand over his mouth before letting it drop back 
around me, pulling me a little closer. 


“T love you, baby. All of you,” Eric says louder, so we can all 
hear him. “Sick or not, I love you all and thank goodness we 
have a doctor in the house,” 


“In sickness and in health, right?” I ask dreamily, reaching 
my hand out for Joseph, who slumps down next to me and I 
cover him up with our shared blanket, hearing Megan 
shuffle in on her dad’s side. 


“For richer or poorer,” Eric chimes and I have to snort a 
laugh, I can’t help it. 


“Yeah, not so much of the poorer I’m noticing, here’s 
hoping it stays that way.” 


I feel Eric’s arms shifting, and we all squeal a little, then 
sigh as he holds us all in his huge arms as he growls, telling 
us all he loves us one more time. 


All three of us, with him making four snuggled tight in one 
big warm cocoon. The sounds of the kids breathing getting 
Shallow as they calm down then drift off to sleep again, 
followed by Eric’s own sounds of sleep makes me feel like 
the luckiest, happiest, most blessed woman alive. 


Close to my man. 
Close to my babies. 


Closest to heaven on earth. 
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